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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ALONS O, Kingof Naples 
Sebaſtian, his Brother. | 
Proſpero, the rightful Duke of Milan. 


Anthonio, his Brother, the uſurping Duke of Mila 


F erdinand. Son to the King 6 Naples. 
Gonzalo, an honeſt old Counſellor of Naples. 
Adrian, 

Lords. 


F ranciſco, 
Caliban, a Salvage and . Slave. 


Trinculo, a Jeſter. 
Stephano a drunken Butler. 


Mafter of a Ship, Boatſwain, and Mariners. 


| Miranda, Daughter to Proſpero. 
Ariel, an atery Spirit. 


Iris, {ER g 27 N 

Ceres, 22 . 25 
3 Spirits, e lg! Hee IM Mque. 
Nymphs, 4 es 22 | 
Reapers, — 


Other Spirits attending on Proſpero. 


SCENE, An uninhabited Iſland. 


/ 


7 


TH 1 peculi 


withon 


| 1 beyon 


GENE L 
Sh | f at Sea. 


A tempeſtuous noiſe 7 th 2 and lightning heard : 


Enter a Ship, maſth, and a Boatſwain. 
| Mars. 


OATSWAI N.— 
Boatf. Here, faſter, what cheer ? 


Maſt. Good, ſpeq : to th mariners: fall to't yarely, 
or we run ourlelvel, a: grq ind; beſtir, beſtir. ¶ Exit. 


Bae, 1 


ui, Hey, my jearts; Eheerly, my hearts; yare, 
7 yare; take in 7 top- ſail; tend to th' maſter's whiſ- 


_ # tle; blow, till 1 bart f fiy wind, if room enough. 
ebaſtian. Anthonio, 1 

others. 

have care: where 8 the 


| 


Enter Alonſo 


Ge nzalo, 


Alon. Good Boatſwain, 
T maſter ? play the hen. | 


* Theſe two Plays, T 1 agd the Midfummer-night's Dream, 


l e 

are the nobleſt tp, f that ſublime and amazing Imagination, 

1 x. peculiar to Shkateſpear, which ſoars above the Bounds, of Nature 
without forlaking Senſe; yet ſeems to carry Nature along with him 


beyond her eſtabliſhed imits. | 2 
B 2 


| 
4:-| 
. , 
q * 
” 1 
4 6 


+ 
N 


Boaſ 


z 


. The TEMPEST. 
Boat 


. 1 Pray now, keep below. 
Ant. Where is the maſter. boatſwa in? 


Boatſ. Do you not hear him? you mar our labour; 


| keep your cabins : you do aſſiſt the ſtorm. 
Gonz. Nay, good. be patient. 
Boat. When the ſea is. 


trouble us not. 
Gonz. 
aboard. 
Boatſ. None, that 15 more love than myſelf. 
are a counſellor; if you can command theſe elements 


- 


to ſilence, and work the peace o'the preſent, we will J 


not hand a rope more; uſe your authority. It you 


cannot, give thanks you have liv'd ſo long, 


of the hour, if it ſo hap. Cheerly, good hearts: 
out of our way, I ſay. Exit. 


Gonz. I have great comfort from this fellow; me- N 
thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his 


complexion is perfect gallows? Stand faſt, good late, 
to his hanging; make the rope of his deſtiny our 
cable, for our own dothlittle advantage: if he be not 
born to be hang'd, our caſe is miſerable. | Exeunt. 


Re-enter Boat tfwain. 


- Boatſ. Down with the top-maſt : yare, lower, lower; 
A plague upon 


bring her to iry with main-courlſe. 
this howling ! 


Act uithin. Re-enter Sebaſtian, Anthonio, and 
* - Gonzalo. | 
they are louder than the weather, or our office. Yet 


again? what do you chere? ſhall we give o'er, and 


drown ? have you a mind to fink ? 


Seb. A pox o' your throat, you bavling, blaſphe- * 


mous, uncharitable dog. 
Boah, Work you then. 
Ant. 


Hence what care theſe ; 
Roarers for the name of King? to cabin; ſilence; 


Good, yet remember whom thou haſt 


ou 


and 
make yourſelf ready 1 in your cabin for the miſchance 


| oft to lea a againghay her off. 


For our caſe is 18 theirs. 
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Ant. hang; you whoreſon inſolent, 


: Hang, K. 
noiſcmaker; weſare leſs afraid to be drown d than 


thou art. 


Fo 1M 
Gonz. I'll wartant him from drowning, tho' the 


b ſhip were no ſtronger than 0 nut-ſhell, and as leaky 
gas an unſtanch' 


,wench., 
Boatſ. Lay heKa-hold, a- ld; ſet = two courles 


! 
Ener Mariners wet. 


Mar. All loſt! to prayers ! 10 prayers ! all loſt! Exe. 
Boatſ. What, gnuſt our mouths be cold? 
| Gonz. The Kiffig and Prince at pray'rs ! let us aſſiſt 
em. Fe | ie 
; . 
Seb. I'm out f patience. l [kards. 
Ant. We're merely cheated of our lives by drun- 


j This wide-chopt raſcal— 1 ee thou might'ſt lie 


drowning. 


The waſhing offten tides ! [ 


Conz. Hell & hang'd yet, 


a Though every \rop of water ſwear againſt it, 


And gape at wid'ſt to glut him. 


A confuſed noiſe within] Mercy. on us! 
We lplit, we f 
Brother, farewell! we ſplit, we ſplit, we {ſplit ! 


it! Farewel, wy Wiſe and Children! 


Ant. Let's all ink with the King. Exit. 
leave of him. Exit. 
uld I give à thouſand furlongs of 


ſea for an acre'9vf barren grotind, long heath, brown 
Iturze, any thing; the wills above be done, but I 
"20 ould fain die a hn! death! £ 


Exit. 


SCENE 


6 The TEMPEST: 
SCENE II. 


Changes to a Part of the Inchanted Tland near the 
Cell of Proſpero. 


Enter Proſpero and Miranda. 


— F* by your art (my deareſt father) you have 
Put the wild Waters in this roar, allay them: 
The ſky, it ſeems, would pour down ſtinking pitch, 
But that the Sea, mounting to th' welkin's cheek, 
Daſhes the fire out. O! I have ſuffer'd | 
With thoſe that I ſaw ſuffer: a brave veſlel 

(Who had, no doubt, ſome noble creatures in her) 
Daſh'd all to pieces. O the cry did knock 

Againſt my very heart: poor "dar they periſh'd ! 
Had I been any God of Pow'r, I would 

Have ſunk the ſea within the earth; or ere 

It ſhould the good ſhip ſo have ſwallow'd, and 
The fraighting ſouls within her. | 


Pro. Be collected; . 
No more amazement; tell your piteous heaft, 
There's no harm done. | 

Mira. O woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 8 
I have done nothing but in care of thee, 
(Of thee my dear one, thee my daughter) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am; nor that I am more better 
Than Proſpero, maſter of a full-poor cell, 
And thy no greater father. 

Mira. More to know | TEE 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 


* If by your art, c.] Nothing was ever bettet contrived to inform 
the Audience of the Story than this Scene: It is a Converſation 
that could not have happened before, and could not but happen 
now. | : 


Pro. 


6 J ſhould inforn thee farther; 
And pluck my magic garment from me: ſo! 


Lie there my 
fort. 5 

The direful ſp\Racle of the Treck, which touch'd 
**The very virt je of compaſſion i in thee, 

I have with ſuch proviſion i in mine art 
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Pro. Tis tins), 


Lend thy hand 


: [Lays down his mantle, 
t. Wipe thou thine eyes, have com- 


des a. 5 


* And rather li 
That my remgmbrance warrants, Had I not 
Four, or ive, Women once, that tended me? 


# thy than Virtue, 


S0 ſafely order'd, that 2 no ſoul loſt, 


No, not ſo much perdition 
*Betid to any cxeature in the weſlel down; 


Which thou hfard'ſt cry, which thou ſaw'ſt ſink: fit 


For thou muſ 


an hair, 


now know farther: 
Mira. You Have often 


| Begun to tell | de what I am, but ſtopt, 
Aud left me te a bootleſs . Ae 
Concluding, & ,a).; not yet. 


Pro. The hour's now com. 


The very minute bids thee ope 1 ear; 
1 Obey, and bez 
A time, befo 
I do not thin 
Out three yesfs old. * 


ttentive. Canſt thou e 
we came into this cell? | 
thou canſt; for then thou waſt not 


Mira. Certz nly, Sir, I car.” 
Pro. By whit? by any oth: er houſe, or perſon? 


* 


1 Of any thing che image tell! mne, that 
3 Hath kept 1 in thy remembrat 


Mira. Tis 4 off; 


a dream, thah an aſſurance 


Pro. Thou! | a" and mm Miranda : but how 3s it, | 


X The very viral If compaſſion in tie] We muſt not imagine that 
© this was intended 4 ſhew her Virtue, but rather Kindneſs for others 

in Diſtreſs, Comj aſſion for others Hisfortunes often ariſes from a 

+ Senſe or Apprehenſion of the like: Fherefore his was more Sympa- 


TA 
þ 


'B 4 L That 
0 
4 


p 
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That this lives in thy mind? what ſeeſt thou elſe 
In the dark back-ward and abyſme of time? f 
If thou remember'ſt aught, ere thou cam'ſt here; 
How thou cam'ſt here, thou mapy'ſt. 
Mira. But that J do not. | a 
Pro. Tis twelve years ſince, Miranda; twelve years 
Ae. | 
Thy father was the Duke of . and 
A Prince of Pow' r. 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father? 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She faid, thou waſt my daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke of Milan. and his only heir 
A Princeſs, no worſe iſſu'd. 

Mira. O the heav'ns! 
What foul play had we, that we came from thence ? | Aw 
Or bleſſed was't, we did? ; 

Pro. Both, both, my gurl: | 
By foul play (as thou ſay'ſt) were we heay'd thence ; 
But bleſſedly help'd hither. 

Mira, O, my heart bleeds 4 
To think o'th' “ teen that I have turn'd you to, Bu 
Which is from my remembrance. Pleaſe you, farther. VI 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Anthonio— Ila 


I pray thee, mark me; (that a brother ſhould | To 
Be fo perhdious ) he whom next thyſelf He 
Of all the world I Iov'd, and to him put. j As 
The manage of my ſtate; (as, at that time, S W; 
Through all the ſignorics it was the firſt; "7 ES 
And Proſpero the prime Duke, being ſo reputed 3 
In dignity; and for the liberal arts, = 
Without a parallel; thoſe beingall my ſtudy :) An 
The government I caſt upon my brother, | Ab 
And to my ſtate grew ſtranger; being tranſported, W. 
And rapt in ſecret ſtudies. Thy falle uncle Ine 
Doſt thou attend me?) | 3 
Mira. Sir, * heedfully. : 
* been, i. e. Sorrow. & 4 


Pro. 


as 


er. 


0, 


* And ſuckt 


j I thus negleving worldly 


= to d, ignites, ty cut off the "+ 


Pro. 8 perſected how to grant ſuits, 
4 How to deny: them; whom't' advance, and whom 
I To traſh fot over-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine; I ſay. or chang'd 'em, 
Or elſe new form'd 'em; haying both the key 
Of officer and office. ſet all hearts 1'th'ſtate 
To what tune&leas'd his eak; that now he was 
The i ivy. 0 had hid my princely trunk, ſnot. 
y verdure out on't—— Thou attend ſt 
Mira. God Sir, Ido. | 
Pro. I pr af thee, mark 15 then. 
ends, all dedicated 
J0o cloſeneſs and the better ng of my mind. 
With that which, but by being ſo retired, 
| Ofer-priz'd all popular rat in my falſe brother 
* Awak'd an cyil nature; aid my truſt, 
Like a good arent, did beget of him 
A falſhood if its contrary þs great — 
As my truſte vas: ; which Had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidenc ſans bound. X He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my Rgvenue yielded, 
But what my pow 'r might elſe exact; like one, 
: Who having-unto truth, by telling oft, 
Made ſuch - of his. memory, 
Io credit higown lie, he (id believe 
He was, ind&d, the Duke from ſubſtitution, 
And executifig th' outware, face of royalty, 
With all pre5ogative. rife his ambition growing 
—Doſt thou hear? 
Mira. You: tale, Sir, would cure deafneſs. 
Pro. To haye no ſcreen between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for, he Heeds will be 
Abſolute Min. Me, poo: man! my library 
Was Dukedin large enou gh; of temporal royalties 
He thinks 6 now incapa| le: conlederates 
7 | 4 
* T1 !ra/h] fig nifies to cut away, [the Traſh or Superfluities; as, 


- as (So 


is The TEMPEST. 


(So dry he was for ſway) wi' th'King of Naples 
To give him annual tribute, do him homage; 
Subject his coronet to his crown; and bend 
The Dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan 9) 
Jo moſt ignoble ſtooping. 8 
Mira. O the heav'ns! ; 2 
Pro. Mark his condition, and th'event; then tell 
| Tf this might be a Brother? | [me, 
| Mira. I ſhould fin, 2 
| To think but nobly of my grand-mother ; 
N Good wombs have bore bad ſons. 
4 Pro. Now the no: 
The King of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearks my brother's ſuit; 
| Which was, that he in lieu o'th'premiſes, 
0 Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, 
Should preſently extirpate me and mine | 
Out of the Dukedom ; and confer fair Milan. 
| With all the honours, on my brother. Whereon 
A treacherous army levy d, one mid-night 
| Fated to th'purpoſe, did Anthonio open | 
The gates of Milan; and, 1th' dead of darkneſs, 
| The miniſters for the purpoſe hurry'd thence 
| Me, and thy crying ſelf. 5 me 
Mira. Alack, for pity ! 
1, not remembering how I cry'd out then, 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint, 
|: That wrings mine eyes to't. 
Pro. Hear a little further, 
| And then F 11 bring thee to the preſent buſineſs, 
Which now's upon's; without the which this flory 
Were moſt impertinent. | 4 
Mira. Why did they not 
That hour deſtroy us ? 
Pro. Well demanded, wench; 
| My tale provokes that queſtion. Dear, they durſt not 
|] | . (So dear the love my people bore me;) ſet 


| A mark ſo bloody on the buſineſs ; but 


— — . —— I. 


— uf 75> 2 er — cen 


r aw 


With 


' 4 
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With colours f. lirer painted their foul ends. 

In few, they hi rry' d us aboard a bark; | 
Bore us ſome leagues to Sea; where they prepar'd 
A rotten carcali of a boat, r ot rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, fail} nor maſt; the very rats 2 
2 nſtindtively hail quit it; there they hoiſt us 
To cry to th' ſea, that 2 us; to ſigh 
To th' winds, whoſe pity, ſighing back again, 
Did us but lovigg wrong. 
Mira. Alack what trout: ie 
Was I then to you? : 
Pro. O! a ch rubim 5 

Thou waſt, that did preſer 2 me: Thou didſt ſmile, 
Infuſed with a fortitude fr m heav'n, 

(When I have mock'd the. 2 with dan s full-ſalt ; 
| Under my burthen groan'$g) which rais'd in me 
An undergoing, 
| Againſt what 
N * Mira. How cine we a-thore? 
2? Pro. By provydence divine. 
Some food we Fad, and ſome freſh water, that 
A noble Neapolſ an, Gonzall 5 

Out of his chafity (being hen appointed 
- Maſter of this vr did” ive us, with 
+ Rich garmentgglinens, ſtu}'s, and neceſſaries, 
Which ſince have ſteeded Much. So of his gentleneſs, 
Knowing I loy'd my book}, he furniſh'd me 

; From my own library, w volumes that 

| I prize above ay Dukedqm. 

j Mira. Would might 3 


* 


uld enſue. 


But ever ſee that man! 
Pro. Now, I ariſe: 


riſe : fan] i. e4 now I come to the principal Part 
Sake of which I told the foregoing ; namely 
this, that I have .] my Enemieg in my Power; and if I omit this 
Opportuwiy, If ll never have; another to recover my Dukedom. 
So /iichard III, * he comes ; Murder of his REIT ſays 
to Tirrel, 
— Riſe, Fig lend an car. 9 5 | | 

h 1 | | 15 6 Sit 


. 
- 
"£ 


of my Story, for 
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Sit ſtill, and hear the laſt of our ſea- ſorrow. A 
Here in this iſland we arriv'd, and here Ss T! 
Have I, thy ſchool-maſter, made thee more profit . 
Than other princes can, that have more time 10 
For vainer hours, and tutors not ſo careful. A 


Mira. Heav'ns thank you for't! And now, pray 10 


To anſwer thy beſt pleaſure: Be't to fly; V 


Now in the waſte, the deck, in every cabin, 
I flam'd amazement. Sometimes, I'd divide, 


you, Sir, 8 
(For ſtill' tis beating in my mind) your reaſon Y; 
For railing this ſea-ſtorm? 1 
Pro. Know thus far forth, 3 . V 
By accident moſt ſtrange, bountiful fortune UA 
(Now my dear lady) hath mine enemies n= 

Brought to this ſhore: and, by my preſcience S B 

I find, my Zenith doth depend upon 8. 

A 00 auſpicious ſtar; whole Influence mY 

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes = 

Will ever after droop. —Here ceaſe more queſtions; 3 V 

Thou art inclin'd to {leep. "Tis a good dulneſs, V 

And give it way; 1 know, thou canſt not chuſe 3 
Miranda ehe. 

Come away, ſervant, come; F'm ready now: 1 
— my Ariel. Come. f 

SCENE III. 1 

| | B 

Enter Ariel. L's 

e hail, great maſter! grave Sir, hail, Icome 1 


To ſwim; to dive into the fire; to ride | 1 

On the curl'd clouds: to thy ſtrong bidding talk 1 
Ariel, and all his qualities. 9 

Pro. Haſt thou, Spirit, : 1 

Perform'd to point the tempeſt that I bad thee? - * F, 
Ari. To cvery Article. f 

I boarded the King's ſhip: now on the beak, . 


= 
44 
bi 


Who was ſo 


Would not 1 


na tt 
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And burn 4 *many pla; es; on the top-maſt, 


The yards, : nd bolt-ſpFt, would I flame diſtinctly; 
Then meet aid join. J@e's lighinings, the precurſers 
Of dreadful t zunder-claps, more momentary 

And ſight out-running were not; the fire and cracks 
Of ſulphurous roaring the moſt mighty Neptune 


Seem'd io beſiege, and make tis bold waves tremble; 2 


Yea, his dread trident ſhake. 


Pro. My braye, braj 2 ſpirit! | 
tm, ſo Cnſtant, that this coil 
| ect his } 2afon ? 
Ari. Not agoul 
But felt a feaytr of th& mind, and plaid 
Some tricks 5 deſpergtion : all, but mariners, 
Plung'd in th” foaming brine, and quit the veſſel, 
Then all a-hr& with me: the King's fon Ferdinand 
With hair up/ſtaring {then like reeds, not hair) 
Was the firſt Man, that ſeap'd; cry d, hell is empty; 
And all th Adevils a2 here. 
Pro. Why\ that's n. 
But was not his niglg 
Ari. Cloſe y. my 
Pro. But are, they, AM 
Ari. Not a hair perilh'd: 
On their ſuſtaining garments not a blemiſh. 
But freſher than before. « ai as thou badit me, 
In troops I have diſpe-s'd them bout the iſle: 
The King's ſoyFhave ] landed by himſelf, 
Whom 1 left cQoling |, the air with highs, 
In an odd angle of th/ iſle, and fitting, 
His arms in this ſad J tot. gs, 
1 


p i | 
thou haſt diſpos'd, 


- 


The mariners. 


And all the r# 

Arti. Sately# ; | | 
Is the King's hip; insthe deep nook, where once 
Thou call dſt ne up at midnight, to fetch dew 


From 


14 eee. 
From the ſtill-vext * Bermoothes, there ſhe's hid: 
The mariners all under 3 ſtow'd. 
Who, with a charm join'd to their ſuffered Lbs 
I've left aſleep; and for the reſt o'th' fleet 
(Which I dilpers'd) they all have met again, 
And are upon the Me1iterrancan flote, 
Bound ſadly home for Naples; 
Suppoſing, that they ſaw the King's ſhip * 
And his great perſon periſh. 
Pro. Ariel, thy charge | 
Exactly is perform d; but there's more work: 
What is the time o 'th' day ? 
Ari, Paſt the mid ſeaſon, at leaſt two glaſſes. 
Pro. The time twixt {ix and now 
Muſt by us both be ſpent moſt preciouſly. [pains, 
Ari. Is there more toil; ſince thou doſt give me 
Let me remember thee what thou haſt promis'd. 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now? moody ? 
What is't thou canſt demand ? 
Ari. My liberty. 
Pro. Before the time be out? no more. 
Ari. I pr'ythee, 
Remember, I have done 4 worthy ſervice; 
Told thee no lies, made no miſtakings, ſerv'd 
Without or grudge, or grumblings; thou didſt promiſe 
To bate me a full year. 
Pro. Doſt thou forget 
From what a torment I did free thee ? | 
Ari. No. | [00ze 
Pro. Thou doſt; and think it it much to tread the 
Of the ſalt deep; 
To run upon the ſharp Wind of the North; 
To do me buſineſs in the veins o th earth, 
When it is bak d with troſt, 


* From the flill-vext Yennoothes, Theobald ſays Bermoothes is printed 
by-miitake lor Lernudas ; But Pernioothes is the Name by which the 
Iſlands then went, as we may ice by the Voyagers of that Time, 


Art. 


— 
, ad 2 R F ON nd 25. an 2 
1 n 3 2 1 n R a ”” 8 2 M IS . 
83 ENS Su: „ no i ne ett Ng S 2 * + FS OPT x 1 . 


"ur, 


What torment I did 


The 


Ari. J do not, 
Pro. Thou ly mali, nant thing ! haſt 45 forgot 
The foul witch corax who with age and envy 
Was grown int&a hoc? haſt thou forgot her? 
Ari. No, Sir 4 * [tell me. 
Pro. Thou hiſt: where was ſhe * ſpeak ; 
Ari. Sir, in 4 gier. | 
Pro. Oh, was he ſo? I muſt 
Once in a month recoynt what thou haſt been, 
Which thou ſorget'ſt. This damn'd witch Sycorax, 
For miſchiefs ei and ſorceries terrible 
| To enter humanthearing from Axgier, 

Thou know'ſt, Was baniſh d: for one thing ſhe did, 
| They w 'ould nos take her life. Is not this true? 
Ari. Ay, Sir. ö 3 c child, 
Pro. This bluc-ey d! nag was hither brought with 
And here was left by A ſailors; thou my flave 


As thou report { chyſœf, waſt then her ſervant. 


ir. 


And, for thou Faſt a qpirit too delicate 
To act her carthF and Abhorr'd commands, 
*- Refuſing her gyind * heſts, ſhe did confine thee, 


By help of her More potent miniſters, 


4 
And in her mot unmitigable rage, 


Into a cloven pi le; j within which rift 

: Impriſon'd, thou didiſt painfully remain 

A doen years, yithin which ſpace ſhe dy'd, 
And left thee thepe : where thou didſt vent thy groans, 
As faſt as mill-W heels ſtrike. Then was this Iſland 
(Save for the- ſqq that ſhe did litter here, 

A freckled wh „ha 9 not honour d with 

2 A human ſhape en 

4 Ari. Ves; Caliban | er fon. + 

; Pro. Dull thing, I! ay ſo : he, that Calihan, 
Whom now I keep ig ſervice. Thou beft know'ſt, 
d thee in; thy groans 


Did make 22 I, and penetrate the breaſts 


Of ever-angry b it was a torment 
* — her grand , ig e. her great Commands, 


10 
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2 lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo: it was mine art, 
When I arrivd and heard thee, that made Sap 
The pine, and let thee out. 755 
Ari. I thank thee, maſter. 
Pro. If thou more murmur'ft. I will rend an oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thouft howl'd away twelve winters. 
Ari. Pardon, maſter. 
I will be correſpondent to command, 
And do my ſp'riting gently. ; 
Pro. Do ſo: and after two days 
T will diſcharge thee. * . 
Ari. That's my noble maſter : 
What ſhall I do? fay what? what ſhall I do? 
Pro. Go make thyſelf like to a nymph o'th' ſea. 
Be ſubject to no hght but mine: inviſible 
To every eye-ball elſe. Go take this ſhape, 
And hither come in it: go hence with diligence 
| | Exit Ariel. 
Awake, dear heart, awake! thou haſt flept well; 
Awake 
Mira. The ſtrangeneſs of your ſtory put 
Heavinels in me. 
Pro. Shake it off: come on; 
We'll viſit Caliban my ſlave, who never 
Yields us kind anſwer. * _. 1 
Mira. Tis a villain, Sir, 
I do not love tO look on 
Pro. But, as 'tis, 
We cannot miſs him: he does make our fire, 
Fetch in our wood, and ſerves in offices 
That profit us. What ho! flave! Caliban! 
Thou earth, thou! - ſpeak. 
Cal. [within.| There's wood enough within. 


Pro. Come forth, I ſay; there's other buſineſs for th 
thee. | 6 5 
: Q 


Come, thow Tortoiſe! when? | 3 
„ Enter 


Fine apparition! my 
Hark in thine eat. 


Upon thy wicked da 


67 * MVP Es 1. 17 
Enter bay 66 a Water-N ymph. 


uaint Arzel, 


Ari. My lord, i), ſhall be done. Exit. 
Pro. Thou poiſonous ſlave. got by the devil himſelf 
come forth. 5 


8 1 N 
ö kuf Caliban. 
Cal. 8* wicked dex, as e'er my mother bruſh'd 


With raven teacher from unwholſome fen, 
Drop on you both & a ſouth-weſt blow on ye, 
And bliſter you ary er! [ cramps, 
Pro. For this, he ſure, to night thou ſhalt have 
Side-ſtiches A Sia thy breath up; urchins > 
Shall, for that'y ight that they may work, 
All exerciſe on thee: Shou ſhalt be pinch'd 
As thick as hone . -combs, each pinch more ſtinging 
Than bees that made em. | 
Cal. ** I muſt eat my dinner. 
+ This Iſland's mine by Sycorax my mother, 
++ Which thou taꝶſt from me. When thou cameſt firſt, 
+ Thou ſiroak'difme, and mad'ſt much of me; and 
would'ſt giv | 


Water with berieg ! in't; and teach me how 


6+ To name the b'gger light, and how the leſs, _ 

{+ That burn by day and night: and then I loy'd thee, 

* And ſhew'd 9 all the qualities o'th' Ile, 

+ The freſh ſprit'gs, brine-pits; barren place, and 
{ertile. i 


- Curs'd be I, th 1 did ſo! all the charms 


* Cal. As wicked 4 6 xc] Shakeſjear hath very artificially given 
the Air of the Antique tothe Language of Caliban, in order to 
heighten the Grotelqu? of nis Character. As here he uſes wicked 


for unwko {/ome. . 1 
| 1 O 


q oF 
| J 


4 


18 s. 

1 Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! 

nt For I am all the ſubjects that you have, 

Ill + Who firſt was mine own King; and here you ſty me 

In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 

01 The reſt of th'Iſland. 

It. Pro. Thou molt lying ſlave, 

| | - Whom ſtripes may move, not kindneſs; I have us'd 

118 thee 

| (Filth as thou art) with humane care, and lodg'd 

| In mine own cell, till thou didſt ſeek to violate 

100 The honour of my child. 

[118 Cal. Oh ho, oh ho!—T wou'd, it had been done! 

| Thou didſt prevent me, I had peopled elle | 

This Tfle with Calibans. ; = © 

| 'Pro. * Abhorred ſlave; a 

Which any print of goodneſs wilt not take, ; 

1 Being capable of all ill! I pity'd thee, ; 

[1408 Took pains to make thee ſpeak, taught thee each hour 8 

1 One thing or other. When thou couldit not, ſavage, 

14 Shew thine own meaning, but wouldſt gabble like 

A thing moſt brutiſh, I endow'd thy purpoſes 

Ill With words that made them known. But thy vile 

| race [natures ' 

I] (Tho' thou didſt learn) had that in't, which good 

| Could not abide to be with; therefore Wall thou 1 
| Deſervedly confin'd into this rock, 

Who hadi deſerv'd more than a priſon 

It Cal. You taught me language, and my profit on't 


OE ES T8» 
— 
CSR — 


given to Miranda. Mr. Dryden in his Alteration of this * rightly 
it transferred it to Proſpero. 
| + When thou didſt not, ſavage, 
| Know thy own meaning, &c. | Some of the ancient Editions 
have been printed as above expreſſcd. Ihe Benefit which Proſpero 
here upbraids Caliban with having beſtowed, was teaching him Lan- 
guage. He ſhews the Greatneſs of this Benefit by marking the In- 
convenience Caliban lay under for want of it. What was the Incon- 
| venience? This, that he did not know his own Meaning. 

| Is, 


Is 
* Abhorred ſlare;] In . of the former Editions this Speech was 
| 
i 
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Is, I know how to curſe: the red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language! 

"me , Pro. Hag-leed, hence! 

Fetch us in fewel, and be quick (thou wert' beſt) 
10 anſwer other buſineſs. Shrug'ſt thou, malice? 
If thou neglett'it, or doit unwillingly 
What I command, EHI NHrack thee with old cramps; 
Fill all thy bones Pitt] aches, make thee roar, 


That beaſts ſhall trim 5 at thy din. 


2 Cal. No pray tlice 
4 I muſt obey; his aft 18 of ſuch pow' r. 
1C- It would controul my dam's god Setebos, 


Y 
And make a vaſſa olim 
Pio. So, ſlave, Hen, E! FE | [ Exit Caliban, 
300: 


JENA 


bur 
ze, Enter F erdinand; nd Ariel inv i ble, playing and 
E 3 | 1 ng ng. 
ile ARIED: SONG. 
es Come unto theſe 277 ſands, 
>d ' And then take har 
2 Curt'fied when yo! ave and wt 
f (T he wild wavegwhiſt ;) 
| Foot it fea tly here and here, 
t And, ſweet ſprites, the (rthen bear. | 
; 4+ Burthen, diſperſedly, 
* Hark, hark . baugg. -waugh : the watch-dogs bark, 
i Baugh. wah, 
Ari. Hark, hark, car 
n The ſtrain of ſtrut ting chanticlere 
s q Ory, Cock- a-dg;dle-do. | ; 
: Fer. Where ond this Muſic be, i'th' air, or 
3 earth r= - 7 5 
„It ſounds no more; and, ſure, it waits upon 


* | Some 
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Some God o'th' Iſland. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping againſt the King my father's wreck, 
This muſic crept by me upon the waters; ' 
Allaying both their fury and my paſſion. 

With its ſweet air; thence I have tollow'd it. 
Or it hath drawn me rather but 'tis gone 
No, it begins again, 


ARIE.L's SONG. 


Full fathom five thy father lies, 
Of his bones are coral made: 
T hofe are pearls, that were his eyes; 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 
But doth ſuffer a ſca- change, 
Into ſomething rick and ſtrange. 
 _ Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell, 
- Hark, now I hear them, ding-dong, bell. 
Burthen : ding-dong. 


Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father; 
This is no mortal buſineſs, nor no ſound 
That the earth owns: I hear it now above me. 


"315% 4 nne 


Pro, T* E fringed curtains of thine eyes advance, 
And fay, what thou ſeeſt yond. | 
Mira. What is't, a ſpirit? ö 
Lord, how it looks about! believe me, Sir, 


It carries a brave form. But 'tis a ſpirit. 


* Full fathom foe thy father lies, &c.] Let us conſider the Buſineſs 1 
Ariel is here upon, and his Manner of executing it. The Commij- 
ſion Proſpero had intruſted to him, in a Whiſper, was plainly this; 


to conduct Ferdinand to the Sight of Miranda, and to diſpole him to 
the quick Sentiments of Love, while he, on the other Hand, pre- 


pared his Daughter for the ſame Impreſſions. Arie! ſets about his 
Buſineſs by acquainting Ferdinand, in an extraordinary Manner, 
with the afflitive News of his Father's Death. A very odd Appara- 
tus, one would think for a Love-fit. 

Pres. 


ice, 
Were I but where 'tisN 


ö But certainly a maid. Y 
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Pro. No, wench, it ban, and ſleeps, and hath ſuch 

ſenſes 

E. ve have, ſuch. This gallant, which thou ſeeſt. 

Was in the wreck: awd, but he's ſomething ſtain d 

N With grief, (that's beauty 8 canker) thou might” 

; call him 

A goodly perſon. He hath loſt his feJlows, 

And ſtrays about to find 'em. 

Mira. I might call him 

FA thing divine; for nothing natural 

I ever ſaw ſo noble. N : | 

Po. It goes on, I ſee, - [ Aſide. 

s my ſoul prompts it. * Sp brit, hne . I'll free 
thee 1 

ithin two days for | nis. : : . 

Fer. Moſt ſure, the toddtels 


Mo. hom theln ayrey attend vouchſafe, my pray r 


lay know, if you ren ain upon.this Ifland; 
And that you will ſore godd inſtruction give, 
How I may bear me hi ere: y prime requeſt 
(Which I do laſt prong unce is, O you wonder! 
If you be made or nog | 
Mira. No wonder, Y; 


Fer. My language! h 
I am the beſt of them that ſpeak this ſpeech, 


hat wert thou, if thg King of Naplesheard thee? 
Fer. A lingle thing, Ys I aan now, that wonders 

o hear thee ſpeak of aple;. He does hear me; 
And, that he does, I. ep: myſelf am Naples, 

ho, with mine eyes/{ne'er. ſince at ebb) beheld 
he King my father w 
Mira. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Ves, faith, and l his lords: the Duke of Milan, 
And his brave ſon, 12 tain, 

\ | Pro. 


A 
2 
w 
1 
* 


Pro. How? the beſt; 'p 4 


a 


_ 


ih 
q 

mA 
THESE 
14 
j 
l 

l 

i 

: 

| 

| 
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' Pro. The Duke of Milan, 


And his more braver daughter, could controul thee, | 


If now 'twere fit to do't:—At the firſt ſight, 


| They have chang d eyes: (delicate Ariel, 


T'll fet thee free for this.) A word, good Sir. 


I fear, you've done yourſelf ſome wrong: a word— | 


Mira. Why ſpeaks my father ſo ungently ? this 
Is the third man, that I &er ſaw; the hrfſt. 
That e'er Iſigh'd for. Tp move my father 
To be inclin' 9 my way! 

Fer. O, if a Virgin. 
And your Affection not gone forth, I'll make you 
The Queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, Sir: one word more. 


They're both in either's power: but this ſwift buſineſs 1 


I muſt uneaſy make, left too light winning 


Make the prize light. Sir, one word more; I charge : 


thee, 
That thou attend me:—thou doſt here uſurp 
The name thou ow'ſt not, and haſt put thyſelf 
Upon this Ifland. as a Tpy, to win it 
From me, the lord on't. 


Fer. No, as I'ma man. | [ple. b 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in ſuch a tem- : 


Tf the ill ſpirit have ſo fair an houſe. 
Good things will ſtrive to dwell with't. 
Pro. Follow m 
Speak not you ſor him: he's a traitor. Come, 
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together; 
Sea-water ſhalt thou drink; thy food ſhall be 


The freſh-brook muſcles, wicked roots, and huſks *% 
Wherein the acorn cradled, Follow. | 


Fer. No, 


I will reſiſt ſuch entertainment, till 


| Mine enemy has more power. 


* ow; and is charm'd from moving, 


Mira. 


W 


Wiz F]} FH tid to 


ky = 0 


thee, 


his 


ou 


narge 


ing. 
Iira. 


ord- 


Gneſs 1 I'll be his ſurety. 


| | 
The T E N | 
Mira. O dear father, | 
Make not too raſh a wyal « cf kim; for 
He's gentle, and not -? zarful. ' 
Pro. What, I fay, b4 * 
My foot my tutor? put thy ſword up, traitor, 
Who mak'ſt a ſhew, but dar ſt not { rike; thy con- 
{cience 
Is ſo poſſeſt with guilt: come 0 thy ward, 
For I can here diſarm thee with this ſtick, 


And make thy weapon dr 
8s Mira. Beſecch you, is 
my garment. 


Pro. Hence: hang 
Mira. Sir, have pi; 


7 


ord more 
'thee, if not hate thee. What, 


Pro. Silence: one 
Shall make me chid 


| An advocate for an impoſtor? huſh ! 


Thou think'ſt, there are no more ſuch ſhapes as he, 
Having ſeen but him and Caliban; fooliſh wench ! 
To th' moſt of men his is a Caliban, 
And they to him ar; angels. 
Mira. My affe&tions | | 
Are then moſt humkgle: I have no ambition 
To ſee a goodlier man. 
Pro. Come on, obey; 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 
And have no viren in them. 
Fer. So they are: | 
My ſpirits, as in a 3 are all bound up. 
My father's loſs, che weakheſs which I feel, 


* Mira, 0 hear K 
Make not 100 — a au "of Aim; 

5 He's gentle, and te of fr ] L- ſeems to be a very odd 
Way of expreſſing her Senfe EE Lover's good Qualities, It is 
certain the Beauty of it is not ſeeF at firſt View. Miranda, till now, 
had never ſeen any Mortal (her F ither excepted) heit Caliban; and 
had frequently beheld him under hat Kind of Diſcipline which her 
Father here threatens to illi upon her Lover. 


The 
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The wreck of all my friends, and this man's threats, 
Io whom I] am ſubdu'd, were but light to me 
Might I but through my priſon once a day 
Behold this maid: all corners elſe o'th'earth 
Let liberty make uſe of; ſpace enough _ 
Have Li in ſuch a priſon. 
- . Pro, It works: come on. 
(Thou haſt done well, fine Arz:) follow me. 
Hark, what thou elſe ſhalt do me. [To Ariel. 
Mira. Be of comfort, 
My father's of a better nature, Sir, N 
Than he appears by ſpeech: this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 
Pro. Thou ſhalt be as free 
As mountain winds ; but then exactly FR 
All points of my command. 
Ari. To th ſyllable. \ 
Pro. Come, follow:, ſpeak not for him. [ Exeunt. 
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Aa Pi rt of the Tfland. 


Enter Alonſo, Seba hen. Anthonio, Gonzalo, 
Adrian, Franciſco, and others. 


„ OxZzALO. 


ES EEC H you, rr. be merry: you have cauſe 
(So have we all) f joy! for our eſcape 
Is much beyond our s; our ſtint of woe 
Is common; every day, ſome ſailor's wife, 
The maſters of ſome erchant, and the merchant. 
Have juſt our theme f woe: but for the miracle, 
[mean our 8 n) few in millions 
Can ſpeak like us: then wiſely, good Sir, weigh 
* Our ſorrow with our comfort. 
Alon. Pr'ythee, peac 1 
Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 
Ant. + The viſer wi l not give oer ſo. 
Seh. Look, he's winding up the watch. of his wit, 
4 and by it will ſtri 
Gon. Sir, N 
Seb. One Tell 
Gon. When every grief is entertain d that's of- 
fer d; comes to the er 
Seb. A dollor. 
Gon. Dolour comes to him, indeed; you have 


ſpoken truer than "Fr 


* All that follows aſter th&Words Pr'ythee, pease, to the Words, You 
cram theſe words, &c. ſeems in been interpolated, (perhaps by the 


Players,) the Verſes there begfaning again; and all that is between in 
Proſe, not only being impe tinent Stuff, but improper and il-plac'd 


Drollery, in the Mouths of d lreſſed ſhipwreckt People. There is more 
of the. Same fort-interſperſet, in the remaining Part of the Scene. 
T + The viſiter will not give o '/o. ] This Viſiter i is a Comforter or Ad- 
IJ »1er, and muſt be read, i I, i. e. the Adviſer, | 
. | 7 c Seb. 
Watt | 
1 
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Seb. You have taken it wiſclier than I meant you 4 
ſhould. ' * ( 
Gon. Therefore, my lord, dre 
Ant. Fie, what a ſpend-thrift is he of his tongue? Nneſ 
Alon. I pr'ythee ſpare. wit 
Gon. Well | we done: but yet— 4 
Seb. He will be talking. it 1 
Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian. for a good 4 
wager, firſt begins to crow? | ( 
Seb, The old cock. whi 
Ant. The cockrel. oft 
Seb. Done: the wager ? | Tur 
Ant. A laughter. \ SH 
Seb. A match. In ( 
Adr. Though this idand ſeem to be deſart 4 
Sob. Ha, ha, ha,—So, you're paid. par 
Adr. Uninbaditable. and almoſt inacceſſible 0 
Seb. Let, 4 
Adr. Yet — in? 
Ant. He could not miſs't. 8 
Adr. It muſt needs be of ſubtle, tender, and deli- I Go 
cate temperance, 4 
Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. of t 
Seb. Ay, and aſubtle, as he moſt iearnedly deliver'd. ( 
Adr. The air breathes upon us here moſt ſweetly. 4 
Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. (> 
Ant. Or, as 'twere perfum'd by a fen. 7 
Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life, $ 
Ant. True, ſave means to live. A 
Seb. Of that there's none or little. = & 
Gon. How luſh and luſty the graſs looks? how Wpoc 
green? 4 
Ant. The ground intend 3 is tawny. fort 
Seb. With an eye of green in't. G 
Ant. He milles not. much. A 
Seb. No: he does but miſtake the truth totally. G 


Gon. But the rarity of it is, wich! is indeed almoſt nov 


beyond credit 


Seb. 


od 


1OW | 


noſt | 


Seb. 


drench'd in the fea, h 


forth more = 
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Seb. As many vbucht rarities are. 
Gon. That our gafgments being (as they were) 
by notwithſtanding their freſh- 

neſs and gloſſes; bei rather new dy'd, than ſtain d 
with ſalt-water. | 

Ant. If but one of bis pockets could ſpeak, would 
it not ſay, he lies? * 

Seb. Ay, or very faflely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Methinks, ouf garments are now as freſh as 
when we put them oi | firſt in Aſric, at the marriage 
of the King's fair * Claribel to the King of 
Tunis. 1 
Seb. "Twas a ſwe t 
in our return. 

Adr. Tunis was 4 r grac'd before with ſuch a 
paragon to their Queen. | 

Gon. Not lince widow Dido's time. 

Ant. Widow, a a pſx o' that: how came that widow 
in? widow Dido? | 

Seb. What if he Fad ſaid, widower Eneas too? 
Good lord, how y 625 it! | 


re and we proſper well 


Adr. Widow Dido, aid you? you make me ſtudy 
of that: ſhe was of CaFthage, not of Tunis. 
Gon. This Tunis* Sir} was Carthage. 
Adr. Carthage? ; 
Gon. I aſſure you, Carthage. 
Ant.His word is more than the miraculous harp. 
Seb. He hath raß' d ie wall, and houſes too. 
Ant. What im boſſble GE he make eaſy next? 
Seb. IT think, pf Wil this iſland home in his 
pocket, and give it his“ Ton for an apple. 
Ant. And ſowir g the kernels of it in the ſea, bring 


Gon. Ay. 

Ant. Why, in Food time. 

Gon. Sir, we Wire talking, that our garments ſeem 
now as freſh, as Ki 1 were at Tunis at the mar- 


7 


riage of your daughter, who is now Queen. 
C 2 | Ant. 


q 1; 
954 | 4 
i ® 1 4 
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Ant. And the rareſt that e er came there. Th 

Seb. Bate, I beſeech you, widow Dido. Th 

Ant. O, widow Dido! ay, widow Dido! 

Gon. Is not my doublet, Sir, as freſh as the 611 | 

day I wore it? I mean, in a ſort. Th 

Ant. That ſort was well fiſh'd for. Ar 

Wil Gon. When I wore it at yourdaughter's marriage. I AM 
N Alon. You cram theſe words into mine ears againſt : 
0 The ſtomach of my ſenſe. Would I had never . 
[ij Married my daughter there! For, coming thence, ( 
| My ſon is loſt; and, in my rate, ſhe too; W 


Who 1 is ſo far from Italy remov d, 
I ne'er again ſhall ſee her: O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what ſtrange fiſh 
Hath made his meal on thee? 

Fran. Sir, he may live. 
I faw him beat the ſurges under him, | 
And ride upon their backs; he trod the water; 
Whoſe enmity he flung aſide, and breaſted 
The ſurge moſt ſwoln that met him: his bold head“ 
Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oard  & 
Himſelf with his good arms in luſty ſtrokes | 
To th' ſhore; that g'er his wave-worn baſis bow'd, 
As ſtooping to relieve him: I not doubt, 
He came alive to land. 

Alon. No, no, he's gone. 

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourſelf for this bessten 
That would not bleſs our Europe with your daughter, | 
But rather loſe her to an African; 


Where he, at leaſt, is baniſh'd from your eye, 


** 
* 


£ | ; 


** 


Who hath cauſe to wet the grief on't. th 
Alon. Priythee, peace. 
Seb. You were kneel'd to, and i tnportan d otherwiſe V 
By all of us; and the fair ſoul herſelf 8 
Weigh'd between lothneſs and obedience. at = 
Which end the beam ſhould bow. We've loſt yourſon, | * 
I fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have | Dial 


More widows in them of this buſineſs' making, 1 
Than 
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Than we hring fnen to cqmfort them : 
The fault's your own. 
ol Alon. So is the deareſt þ th' loſs. 
firſt Gon. My lord Sebaſtian, 
he truth, you ſpeak, doth lack ſome gentleneſs, 
And time to ſp oh it in: you rub the ſore, 
ge. ] When you bring he plaiſter. 
ainlt Seb. Very we wb 
Ant. And mot chirur eonly. | 
e, Con. It is foul weatheF in us all, good Sir, 
When you are cloudy. . 
Seb. Foul weather?! 
Ant. Very Foml 13 
Gon. Had I i le plantation of this Th my lord-— 
Ant. He'd ſow't with nettle-ſeed. 
Seb. Or dock), or mallows. 
Gon. And were the King on't, what would I do? 
Seh. Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 
3 Gon.*** I thicommonwealth, I would by contraries 
ead MF © Execute all things: for no kind of traffick 
Would I admit; no name of magiſtrate; 


Letters ſhall fot be known; wealth, poverty, 
d,. And uſe of ſgrvice, none ; contract, — 
0 Bourn, bour 1 of land, tilth, vineyard, none; 
No uſe of m& al, corn, or wine, or oil; 
No occupaticn, all men idle,, all, 
oſs, And women foo ; but innocent and pure: 
ter, No Sov'reign 
Seb. And yetghe e would be King on't.. 
Ant.-* The lafter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning.“ 
* Gon. All thiigs in common, nature ſhould produce, 
viſe Without five it or endeavour. Treaſon, felony, 
Sword, * knife, gun, or need of any engine, 


on, 
Dialogue is a fine 
and the impractica 


5 
- 
an 
* 


atire on the Utopean Treatiſes of Government, 
inconhſtant FOR therein recommended.. 


C3. Would 


# 
, 
: { 
* 
+ + | 
| 
_ 
'S 


Of its own kind, all * foiſon, all abundance 


to miniſter occaſion to theſe gentlemen, who are of! 
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Would I not have; but nature ſhould-bring forth] 


Jo feed my innocent People. 
Seb. No marrying 'mong his ſubjects? ; 
Ant. None, man; all idle; b e and knaves. 
Gon. I would with ſuch perfection govern; Sir, Xx 

T' excel the golden age. | 
Seb. Save his Magelty ! 
Ant. Long live Gonzalo! N 
Gon. And, do you mark me, Sir? = - 
Alon. Pr ythee, no more; thou doſt talk nothing 

to me. 


Gon. I do well believe your Highneſs; and did it Dc 


ſuch ſenſible and nimble lungs, that they always us ton 
laugh at nothing. 
Ant. "Twas you we laugh d at. 
Gon. Who, in this kind of merry fooling, am no W 
thing to you: ſo you may continue, and laugh at H At 


4 
” 


nothing ſtill. mW 
Ant, What a blow was there given? I I 
Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long. Dr 


Gon. You are gentlemen of brave metal; you would 
lift the moon out of her ſphere, if ſhe would continue 
in it five weeks without changing. 


| 

Enter Ariel, Playing ſolemn Muſic. 0 
Seb. We would ſo, and then go a bat-fowling. I. 
Ant. Nay, my good lord, be not angry. V 


Gon. No, I warrant you, I will not adventure my A; 
diſcretion ſo weakly: will you Rds me aſleep, for ” 
am very heavy ? TI 
Ant. Go, ſleep, and hear us. V 
Alon, What all ſo ſoon aſleep? I wiſh, mine eyes 
Would with themſelves ſhut up my thoughts: I find, ITI 
They are inclin'd to do ſo. 


* — all foiſon, all abundance.] fo on fignifies the great Plenty 60 
any Thing. f 
Seb. a 


| 
l 


forth Seb. Pleaf: you, Sir, 
© Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
It ſeldom vikts ſorrow ; bite it doth, 
It is a comfgtter. 
ves. | Ant. We o, my lord 
Sir, Will guard our perſon, while you take your reſt, 
And watch our ſafety. 
Alon. Thi) k you: wond'rous heavy 
All aſleep but Seb. and Ant. 
Seb. What a ſtrange drowſineſs poſſeſſes them? * * 
thing Ant. It is. the quality 15 th' climate. 


Ant. Nor I, my Conia are nimble: 
They fell tc gether all aggby conſent, 
They dropt as by a thunder-ſtroke, What might, 
n no- Worthy Sebaſlian— O. what might—no more. 
zh at And yet, methinks, I ſee it in thy face, 
What thou ſhould' ſ be: th' occaſion ſpeaks thee, and 
My ſtrong imagination zes a crown 


Dropping upon thy hea, 
yould' Seb, Wha', art thou Faking? 
tinue ] Ant. Do you not cn pi ſpeak ? 
Seb. I "i and, ſurely, 


Ir is a ſleep language; and thou ſpeak'ſt 
| Out of thyMeep; what i 5 it thou didſt ſay ? 
ig. Ihis is a fits ange repoſe, to be aſlee 
Wich eyes wide open: ſtänding, ſpeaking, moving. 7 
e my And yet ſo faſt aſleep.. 
for ” Ant. Noble Sebaſtian. | 
Thou let'ſt thy fortune lleep: die rather: wink'ſt: 
Whilſt thou art waking, 
eyes, Seb, Thok doſt ſnore diſtinctly; 
find, There's megning in thy nores. 
Ant. I am more ſerious than my cuſtom. . You 
nty ol $ | 
[ M 923 Muſt 
Seb. 1 


; 4 
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Muſt he ſo too, if heed me; Which to do. | 
Trebles thee o er. : 

Seb. Well; I am ſtanding water. 

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do ſo: to ebb 
Hereditary floth inſtructs me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew, -how you the purpoſe cheriſh, 
Whilſt thus you mock it; how, in ſtripping it, 
You more inveſt it: ebbing men, indeed, 
_ often do ſo near the bottom run, 
their own fear or ſloth. 
2 Pry'thee, ſay on; 
Ihe ſetting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed, 
Which throes thee much to yield. 
Ant. Thus, Sir: 
Although this lord of weak remembrance, this, 
(Who ſhall be of as little memory, 
When he is earth'd;) hath here almoſt perſuaded 
(For he's a ſpirit of perſuaſion, only | 
Profeſſes to perſuade) the King, his ſon's alive: 
"Tis as impoſſible that he's undrown'd, 
As he, that ſleeps here, ſwims. 
Seb. I have no hope, 
That he's undrown'd. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope, 
What great hope have you? no hope, that way. 1 Hen 
Another way ſo high an hope, that even | 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink .beyond, 
But doubt diſcovery there. Will you grant, with me 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? x 

Seb. He's gone. 

Ant. Then tell me 
Who's the next heir of mow” ? 

Seb. Claribel. 


* which to do, Trebles thee oer. ] i. e. follow my advice, and it wi x 
advance thy fortune to the height, = 
Anh | 


ö 
/ 
2 


> 


y. 1 


h me 


* If 'twere £ be, 'twoul 


Anl. 
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Ant. Shefthat is Queen of Tunis; ſhe that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life; ſhe that from Naples 
Can have n) note, unleſs the ſun were polt, 
(The man i 'th' moon's too ſlow) 'till new-born chins 
Be rough arfd razorable; ſhe, from whom 

We were ſezz{wallow'd; tho' ſome, caſt again, 
May by that deſtiny perform an act, 
Whereof, what's paſt is prologue; what to come, 
Is yours an my diſcharge- 
Seb. What ſtuff is this? how ſay you? 
| Tis true, my brother's daughter' 8 Queen of Tunis, 
$50 is ſhe heir of Naples; twixt which regions 

here 18 ſome ſpace. 

Ant. A ſpgce, whoſe ev'ry cubit 
Seems to cry, out, how ſhall that Claribel 
Neaſure us Pack to Naple; ? Keep in Tunis, 
And let Seb#{tian wake. Jay. this were death | 
hat now hath ſeiz'd the , why, they were no worſe 
han now they are: thetg be, that can rule Naples, 
As well as he that ſleeps ;@ords that can prate 
As amply, and unneceſlpily, "IDA 
s this Go,; I myſe f conld make 
as 455 chat. O, that you bore 


a 


ender our own good | | 
Seb. I remember, 

ov did ſupplant your 
Ant. True) ph 
And, look, Bow well my” garments fit upon me; 
luch feater *han before My brother's ſervants 
here than my fellows,aow they are my men. 
Seb. But, for your colcience 
Ant. Ay ir; where Þes that? 

put me to my flipper: 
But J feel not this deity in my boſom. 

Jy C5 Ten 


\ 


34 The T E MPE Ss T. 


Nn conſciences, that Rand ' twixt me and Milan, 
Candy'd be they, and melt, e'er they moleſt! 
Here lies your brother ——— 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 
If he were that which now he's like, that's deed: 
Whom I with this obedient ſteel, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever: you doing thus, 
To the perpetual wink for ay might put 
This ancient Moral, this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our courſe. For all the reſt, 
They 1l take ſuggeſtion, as a cat laps milk; 
They'll tell the clock to any buſineſs, _ 
We ſay, befits the hour. 

Seb. Thy caſe, dear friend, 
Shall be my precedent: as thou got'ſt Milan, 
F'll come by Naples. Draw thy ſword; one ſtroke 
Shall free 5 from' the tribute which thou pay |t; 
And I the King ſhall love thee. 

Ant. Draw together : 
And when I rear my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word— 


Enter Ariel with Muſic and Song. 


Ari. My maſter through his art foreſees the danger, I 
That you his friend, are in, and ſends me forth = 4 
(For elſe his project dies) *to keep them living. $9, 

[Sings in Gonzalo's Ear. 


| While you here do ſnoring lie, 
Open-ey'd conſpiracy 
His time doth take: | Ent, 
Tf of life you keep a care, 
Shake off ſlumber and beware: 


Awake! awake! KL 

Ant. Then let us both be ſudden. 
#*— to keep them living.] i. e. Alonzo and Anthonio; for it was on 2 
their Lives that bis project depended. «A 


\ Gon. 


er, 


| To make anal 


1 f . ; 
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Gon. Now! good ange. s preſerve the King ! | 
[They wake. 
Alon. wi „ how now, ho? awake? why are you 
Wherefore t?;is ghaſtly Jooking? [drawn ? 

Gon. Wha 's the matte? 

Seb. While we ſtood h. © ſecuring your repoſe, 
Ev'n now we heard a ho, ow burſt of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather liogg; did 't not wake you? 

It ſtrook ming ear moſt ribly. 

Alon. I = xd nothing.” 

Ant. O, 't Jas a din to fright a monſter's ear; 
rthquake: ſure, it was the roar 
Of a whole Herd of lions. 

Alon. Heat you this? 5 

Gon. Upoi my honour, Sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a flange one too, which did awake me. 

I ſhak'd you, Sir, and.cry'd; as mine eyes open'd, 


I ſaw their weapons drawn: there was a noiſe, 
That's verity# 'Tis beſt we ſtand on guard: 
Or that we quit this place: let's draw our weapons, 


Alon. Lea off this ground, and let's make further 
For my poor fon. ſearch 
Gon. Heav ns keep him from theſe beafts! | 
For he is, ſare, 1 th' iſland. 

Alon. Lead awa 

Ari. Proſpero my lord hall know what I have done. 
So, 1 89 ſafely on to ſeek thy ſon. [ Exeunt. 


C EN E II. 


Chang to another part of the and. 
Enter Caliban with a burden of wood; a noiſe of thunder 


1 8 heard. 

Cal. the infections, that the ſun ſucks up. 

tom bogs, fens, flats, on Proſper fall, and 
make \ um 

* 1 inch-meal a diſeaſe! his ſpirits hear me, 

And yet I needs muſt curſe. But they'll not pinch, 


| C6 *« Fright 
/ 
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as well as the Piece of Ordnance ſo call'd. 
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„Fright me with urchin ſhews, pitch me i'th' mire, 


Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unleſs he bid em; but 

For every trifle are they ſet upon me. 

++ Sometimes like apes, that moe and chatter at me 
And after bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 


y 


Their pricks at my foot-fall; ſometime am I 
All wound with adders, who with cloven tongues, 


Do hiſs me into madneſs. Lo! now! lo: 
| Enter Trinculo. 


Here comes a ſpi'rit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in flowly. I'II fall flat; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Trin. Here's neither buſh nor ſhrub to bear off any 
weather at all, and another ſtorm brewing; I hear it 
ling 1 i' th' wind: yond ſame black cloud, yond huge 


one, looks like a foul bumbard that would ſhed | 


his liquor. If it ſhould thunder as 3t did before, I 
know not where to hide my head: yond ſame cloud 
cannot chuſe but fall by pailfuls What have we 


here, a man or a hſ{h? dead or alive? a fiſh; he ſmells 


like a fiſh: a very ancient and fiſh-like * A kind 


of, not of the neweſt, Poor John: a ſtrange fiſh! | 
« Were I in England now, as once I was, and had 
© but thish{h painted, not an holiday-fool there but | 
* would give a piece of ſilver. There would this 
* moniter make a man; any ſtrange beaſt there 
makes a man; when they will not give a doit to 


« relieve a lame beggar, they will lay out ten to ſee a 
dead Indian.” Legg' d like a man! and his fins 
like arms! warm, o'my troth! I do now let looſe my 
opinion, hold it no longer, this is no fiſh, but an 


Ilander that hath lately ſuffer'd by a thunder-bolt, 


* Looks liks a foul Bumab ard. ] A large Veſſel for containing Drink, 
Alas! 


ire, 


ues 


This is a ver 
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Alas! the ſtorm is cop e again. My beſt way is to 


creep under his gaber ne: there is no other ſhelter 
hereabout; Miſe quaints a man with ſtrange 


bed - fellovs . I wilMere ſhrowd, till the dregs * | 
he inane tk. | | 


3 Sibphaino, ſinging. 
'Ste. I ſhal 2325 tojſea, to fea here ſhall I die a-ſhore. 
y 


urvy tyne to ling at a man's funeral; 
well, here's comf [Drinks. 
Sings. The, 14 0 or  ſwabber, the boatſwain and J, 
The, unner, and his mate, 
Lov'd Mall, Meg. and Marrian, and Margery, 
But 2 of us « ſor Kate; 
. For ſhe hat a tongue with a tang, 
uld cry o a ſailor, go hang: 
2 17 F tar nor of pitch, 
75 ner, were. e er ſhe did itch. 
boys, and let her go.hang. 
tunq foo; but here's my comfort. 
| Drinks. 


This is a ſcury 


Cal. Do no! torment me, oh! 

Ste. What'l the matter? have we devils here? do 
you put trick: upon's with ſalvages, and men of Inde? 
ha? I have nat ſcapg drowning, to be afraid now 
of your four legs; for it hath been ſaid, As proper 
a man as ever went upon four legs, cannot make 
him give ground, apd it ſhall be ſaid ſo again, while 
is nokrils. | 


niter of = iſle with four legs, 
who has got, Fe it, an ague: where the devil 
ſhould he lea ourJanguage? I will give him ſome 
relief, if it B but r that: if I can recover him, 


Ste. This is . 


and keep him tame and get to Naples with him, he's 
a preſent for ny E nperor that ever trod pn neats- 
leather. 1 . & 

Cal. Do not torn ent me, pr ythee; I'll 2 my 
wood home faſter. Ste. 


* 
4 £ 


4 
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Ste. He's in his fit now; and does not talk after 

the wiſeſt: he ſhall taſte of my bottle. If he never bu 

| drunk wine afore. it will go near to remove his hit; the 

| if I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not hic 

| take too much for him, he ſhall pay for him, that tea 

| | hath him, and that ſoundly. ER | Ste 

| Cal. Thou doit me yet but little hurt; thou wilt 3 

| anon, I know it, by thy trembling : now Proſper works 18 

| upon thee. | Fin 

| Ste. Come on your ways; open your mouth; here th: 

| is that which will give language, Cat; open your kn 

mouth: this will ſhake your ſhaking. I can tell you, | 

and that foundly: you cannot tell who's your thi 

friend; open your chaps again. le 

Trin. I ſhould know that voice: it ſhould be o 

but he's drown'd; and theſe are devils; O! defend | is 

me * 

Ste, Four legs and two voices; a moſt delicate g 

monſter ! © his forward voice now is to ſpeak well Je« 
of his friend; his backward voice is to ſpatter foul 

* ſpeeches, and to detract.“ If all the wine in my : 

bottle will recover him, I will help his ague: come: lil 

Amen! I will pour ſome in thy other mouth. 00 


Trin. Stebhano | 2 
Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? mercy ! 
mercy ! this is a devil, and no monſter: I will leave 
him; I have no long ſpoon. 'by 
Trin. Stephano! if thou beeſt Stephano, touch me, m 
and ſpeak to me; for I am Trinculo; be not afraid, 
thy good friend Trinoulo. | 
Ste. If thou beeſt Trinculo, come forth, I'll pull _ 
thee by the leſſer legs: if any be Trinculo's legs, theſe 


are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed: how 1 

cam ſt thou to be the ſiege of this“ moon-calf? can he b 

vent Trinculo's. 0 
1 l 


| * Moon-calf ?] It was imagined that the Moon had an ill Influ- 
| ence on the Infant's Underſtanding, Hence Idiots were called 
= Moon-calves. 


+4 | ; f | Trin. 


a a-ſhore. 


ſwim like a duck, 


by th ſea-fide, 
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Trin. I took Aim tg be kill'd with a thunder-ſtroke: 
but art thou nt dFown'd, Stephano? I hope now, 
thou art not drbwn'd: is the ſtorm over blown? I 
hid me under tie dead moon-calf's gaberdine, for 
fear of the ſtort i: and art thou living, Stephano? O 
Stephano, two :apolitans ſcap'd? 

Ste. Pr'ytheß do not turn me about, my ſtomach 
is not conſtanp 

Cal. Theſe Hs fine hings, an if they be not ſprights: 
that's a brave Fob. nd bears celeſtial liquor: I will 
kneel to him. 

Ste. How diſt t bu ſcape? how cam'ſt thou hi- 
ther? ſwear, f th e how thou cam'ſt hither: 


I eſcap'd upon buYof ſack, which the ſailors heav'd 
this bottle! which I made of the bark 
mifhe own hands, lince I was caſt 


over-board, b 
of a tree, wi 


4 


1 


Cal. I'Il ſweir upon that bottle, to be thy true ſub- 


ject; for the I quo] is not earthly. 


Ste. Hear: 1 vea then, how eſcap'dſt thou? 

Trin. Swom a-ſh re, man, like a duck; I can ſwim 
like a duck, I'll be'gworn. 
Ste. — kiſs $ book. Though thou can t 

ou art made like a gooſe. 
Trin. O Step no haſt any more of this? 
Ste. The whe hutt, man; my cellar is in a rock 
Go my wine 1s hid. How now, 


moon-calf, hof does thine ague ? 

Cal. Haſt thu not dropt from heav'n? 

Ste. Out o'th' moon, I do aſſure thee. I was the 
man in th moe n, when time was. 

Cal. I have Een thee in her; and I do adore thee 1 


my miſtreſs how d me thee, and thy dog and thy 


" buſh. 
Ste. Come, eds to that; kiſs the book: I vill 
furniſh it anon with new contents: ſwear. 
Trin. By th Soc light, this is a very ſhallow 
| mon- 
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monſter: I afraid of him? a very ſhallow e 
the man i'th' moon? a moſt poor credulous mon- 
ſter: well drawn, monſter, in good ſooth. 

Cal. FI ll ſhew thee every fertile inch o' th' Iſle, and 
I will kiſs thy foot: I pr'ythee, be my god. 


Trin. By this light, a moſt perfidious and drunken 


monſter; when his god's aſleep, he'll rob his bottle. 

Cal. T'll kiſs thy foot. I'll ſwear myſelf thy ſubject. 

Ste. Come on then; down, and ſwear, 

Trin, I ſhall laugh myſelf to death at this puppy- 
headed monſter: a moſt ſcurvy monſter ! I could find 
in my heart to beat him 

Ste. Come, kiſs. 

Trin. But that the poor monſter's- in drink: 
an abominable monſter! 

Cal. I'll ſhew thee the beſt ſprings: 

* thee berries, 
* TH fiſh for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I ſerve! 
„I'll bear him no more Ricks, but follow thee, 
Thou wond'rous man.“ | 

Trin. A molt ridiculous monſter, to make a won- 
der of a poor drunkard. | 
Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee were. crabs 

** grow; 

And J with my long nails wilt dig thee pig- nuts; 
<< Shew thee a jay's neſt, and inſtruct thee how 
+ To ſnare the nibble marmazet; I'll bring thee 


* To cluft ring filberds, and 1 I'll get thee 


++ * Young Shamois from the rock. Wilt thou go 
e with me?” 

Ste. I pr ythee now, lead the way without any 

more talking. Trinculo, the King and all our com- 


* 7 afraid of him? a very Shallow monſter, &c., It is to be ob- 
ſerved that Trinculo the ſpeaker is not charged with being afraid : But 
it was his Conſciouſneſs that he was fo that drew this bragg from him. 
This 1s Nature. 

* Young Shamois.] i. e. young Kids. 


* 


I'll pluck 


Fre 
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pany elſe being drow. 1'd, we will inherit here. Here, 
bear my bottle; fel »w Trinculo, we'll fill him by 
and by again. 328 
Cal. 1. drunk) 1 
wel, 5 : 
Trin. A howling nſter; a drunken monſter. - 
Cal. No more gams I'll make for fiſh, 
4 or fetchgan firing at requiring, 
Nor ſcra . nor waſh diſh, 
Ban Bai-,Sacalyhbhan , _ 
Has a n maſter, get a new man. 
Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom! freedom, 


hey day, freedom 
Ste. O brave monſter, lead the way. ¶Exeunt. 


— 


] Farewel, maſter; farewel, fare- 


SCENE I. 


2 proſpero s Cell. 
Enter e bearing a * 


HERE be . 


labour 
Delight in them ſts off: ſome kinds of baſeneſs 


Are nobly undergone. and moſt-poor matters 

Point to rich ends. This my mean taſk wou'd be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious: but 

The miſtreſs, which 1 ſerve, quickens what's dead, 
And makes my labours pleaſures: O, ſhe is 

Ten times more genfle, than her father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd - f harſhneſs. 1 muſt move 

Some thouſands 6 | heſe logs, and pile them up, 
Upon a ſore injug&tþn. My ſweet Miſtreſs 

Weeps when ſhe me work, and ſays, ſuch baſe- 
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ſports are painful, but thei 


Had k ne'er like executer ; I forget ; E [neſs 
But theſe ſweet thoughts do ev'n refreſh my labour, 


Mott buſileſs, whey 1 do it. Enter 


4. 
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Enter Miranda; and Proſpero, at a diſtance unſeen. 


Mira. Alas, now, pray you, 
Work not ſo hard; 1 would the lightning had 


Burnt up thoſe logs, that thou ' rt enjoin'd to pile: 


Pray; ſet it down and reſt you; when this burns, 
"Twill weep for having wearied you: my father 
Is hard at ſtudy; pray now, reſt yourſelf; 
He's ſafe for theſe three hours. 

Fer. O moſt dear miſtreſs, 
The ſun will ſet before I ſhall diſcharge 
What I muſt ſtrive to do. 

Mira. If you'll fit down, 

III bear your logs the while. my give me that; 
Tl carry't to the pile. 
Fer. No, precious creature, 
I'ad rather crack my fſinews, break my back, 
Than you ſhould ſuch diſnonour undergo, 
While I fit lazy by. | 

Mira. It would become me, | 
As well as it does you; and I ſhould do it 
With much more eaſe; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it 1s againſt. 

Pro. Poor worm! thou art infected; 

This viſitation ſhews it. 
Mira. You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble miſtreſs; tis freſh morning with me, 
When you are by at night. I do beſeech you, 
(Chiefly that I might ſet it in my prayers) 

What is your name? 

Mira. Miranda. O m ee 

I ” —.— your heſt to 
Admir'd Miranda! 

1 the top of admiration; worth 

What's deareſt to the world! full many a lady 

I've ey'd with beſt regard, and many a time 

Th' harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 

Brought my too 6 ear; for ſeveral virtues 
. Have 


The Lee 

Have I lik'd ſevera women, never any 

With ſo full. ſoul, fut ſome defect in her 

Did quarrel, with the nobleſt grace ſhe ow'd, 

And put it to the foil. But you, O you, 

So perfect, and ſo peerleſs, are created 

Of every creature's/beſt. _ | 
Mira. I do not know | | 

One of my ſex; nd woman's face remember, 

Save from my glans own; nor have I ſeen 

More that I may call men, than you, good friend, 

And my dear father; how features are abroad, 

I'm ikilleſs of; but, by my modeſty, 

(The jewel in my dower) I would not wilh 

Any companion the world but you; 

Nor can imaginatfon form a {ha 

Beſides yourſelf, to like of. But I prattle 

Something too wildly, and my fathers's precepts 

I therein do forget. | 
Fer. I am, in my condition, 

A Prince, Miranda; I do think, a king; 

(I would, not ſo ! and would no more endure 

This wooden ſlavery, than I would ſuffer 

The fleſh-fly blow&ny mouth. Hear my ſoul ſpeak; 

The very inſtant ne I ſaw you, did 9 

My heart fly to y Dux ſervice, there reſides. 

To make me flave'to it, and for your fake 

Am I this patient log-man. Fg 
Mira. Do you love me? 


Fer. O heav'n, O earth, bear witneſs to this ſound, 


And crown what I profeſs with kind event, 


If I ſpeak true; if hollowly, invert 
What beſt is boaded me, to mifchief! I, 
Beyond all limit of what elſe i th' world, 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool, 
To weep at what I'm glad of. 

Pro. Fair encounter 


Of two moſt rare affections! heav'ns rain grace, 


On that which bree 1s between em! Fer. 


=; 
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Fer. Wherefore weep you ? | 
Mira. At mine unworthineſs, that dare not offer, 
What I deſire to give; and much leſs take, 
What I ſhall die to want: but this is trifling ; 
And all the more it ſeeks to hide itſelf, 
The bigger bulk it ſhews. 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence. 
I am your wife, if you will marry me; 
If not, I'll die your maid: to be your fellow 
- You may deny me; but I'll be your ſervant, 
Whether you will or no. | | 
Fer. My miſtreſs, deareſt. 
And I thus humble ever. 
Mira. My huſband then? 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing | 
As bondage e'er of freedom; here's my hand. 
Mira. And mine, with my heart in't; and now 
Till half an hour hence. [farewel, 
Fer. A thouſand, theuſand. Exeunt. 
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 
Who are ſurpriz'd withal; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I'Il to my book; 
For yet, ere ſupper- time, muſt I perform 
Much 


buſineſs appertaining. L Exit. 
S8 CE NE I. 
Changes to another part of the Iſland. 
Enter Caliban, Stephano and Trinculo. 
Ste. E LL not me; when the butt is out, we will 
drink water, not a drop before; therefore 


bear up, | 
and board 'em, ſervant-monſter; drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monſter! the folly of this Ifland ! 
they ſay, there's but five upon this iſle; we are three 
of them, if the other two be brain'd like us, the ſtate 
totters. | Ste. 


Hence, baſhful cunning; 
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Ste. Drink, ſervant-monſter, when I bid thee; thy 
eyes are almoſt ſet in thy head. 

Trin. Where ſhould they be ſet elſe? he were a 
brave monſter indeed gif they were ſet in his tail. 

Ste. My man-monſte; hath drown'd his tongue in 
ſack : for my part, the ſea connot drown me. I ſwam 
ere I could recover thi: ſhore, five and thirty leagues, 
off and on; by this 12 thou ſhalt be my lieute- 


er, 


nant, mondter, or my ftandard. 
Trin: Your lieutenaßtt, if you liſt ; he's no ſtandard. 
Ste. We'll not run, nonſieur monſter. | 
Trin. Nor go neithe it but you'll lie like dogs, and 
yet ſay nothing neithg-. 
Ste. Moon-calf, ſpe! F once in thy life, if thou beeſt 
a good moon-calf, * 
Gal. How does thy. 93 let me lick thy ſhoe ; 


ow 'i not ſerve him, be £ mot valiant. 
el, Trin. Thou lieſt, t ignorant monſter, Iam in 
nt. ¶ caſe to juſtle a conſt le; why, thou deboſh'd fiſh 


thou, was there'ever an a coward that hath drunk 
ſo mich ſack as I to day? wilt thou tell a monftrous 
lie, being but half a fiſh, and half a monſter? : 
Cal, Lo, now he mogks me: wilt thou let him, my 

lord ? 

Trin. tant: quoth he! that a monſter ſhould be 
ſuch a natural ! n 

Cal. Lo, lo, again; bite him to death, I pr'ythee. 

Ste. Trinculo, keep a gþod tongue in your head; 
if you prove a mutineer, the next tree —the 
poor monſter's my ſul ech and he ſhall not ſuffer in- 
dignity. 

Cal. I thank my as io land. Wile thou be pleas'd 
to hearken once 3gait to the ſuit I made to thee? 

Ste. Marry, will I kneel and repeat it; I will 
Rand, and ſo ſhall 22 ; 


Enten Ariel inviſible. 
te Cal. As I told thee efore, I am ſubjedt to a tyrant, 
7. | | | * | | ö | . A 


* 


S- * 
” « 
= : 
« / 
* 


it. 


ill 
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a ſorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me e of the Mack 


Iſland. | and 
Ari. Thou lieſt. | Ce 
Cal, Thou lieſt, thou jeſting cis Es thou; St 

1 would. my valiant maſter would deſtroy xhee: furtl 

I do not lie. Ce 
Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in's tale, WF ll | 

by this hand, I will ſupplant ſome of your teeth. St 
Trin. W hy. I ſaid nothing. Ce 
Ste. Mum then, and no more; proceed. I'th' 
Cal. I ſay, by ſorcery he got this iſle; Hav 

From me he got it. It thy greatneſs will Bat. 

Revenge it on him, (for I, know, thou dar'ſt, Or c 

But this thing dares not. ) | Firſt 
Ste. That's moſt certain. 3 He's 
Cal. THhow ſhalt be lord of it, and I'll ſerve thee. One 
Ste. How now ſhall this be compaſt? canſt thou As 1 

bring me to the party? He! 

Lal. Yea, yea, my lord, I'll yield him thee aſleep Wh 

Where thou may'ſt knock a nail into his head. And 
Ari. Thou lieſt, thou canſt not. The 
Cal. What a py'd ninny's this? thou ſcurvy patch! Call 

I do beſeech thy greatneſs, give him blows, hut 

And take his bottle from him; when that's gone. But 

He ſhall drink nought but brine, tor [11 not ſhew him As e 

Where the quick freſhes are. S 
Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger: interrupt 0 

the monſter one word further, and, by this hand, I'll HAnd 

turn my mercy out of doors, and make a ſtock-fiſh of = $ 

' thee. Sand 
Trin, Why, what did I? I did nothing; ll go Trin 
further off. like 
Ste. Didſt thou not ſay, he ly'd? T 
Ari. Thou lieſt. 8. 

Ste. Do I fo? take you that. Jy [ Beats him. but. 

As you like this, give me the lie another time. Ce 


Trin. I did not give thee the lie; out o'your wits, MW Wil 
and hearing too! A pox of your bottle! this can dy; 
ſack 


, 
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ſack and drinking do. A murgain op your monſter, 

and the devil take your hpgery þ 
Cal. Ha, ha, aa. 

Ste. Now, forward Fi 701 x þ coins pr n, ſtand 


the 


ſurther off. 
Cal. Beat him enou 
Fll beat him too. 

Ste. Stand further. Come proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told ihee, 4s a cuſtom with him 
I'th' afternoon to e hou may'ſt brain him, 
Having firſt ſeiz'd his Hooks: or with a log 
Batter his {kull, or patſach him with a ſtake, 

Or cut his wezand with th knife. Remember, 
Firſt to poſſeſs his books; for without them | 
He's but a ſot, as I am; nor hath not 

One ſpirit to commang. They all do hate him, 
As rootedly as I. Br rn but his books; 

He has brave utenſils, (for ſo he calls them,) 
Which when he has zh houſe, he'll deck withal. 
And that moſt deeplygto conſider, is 

The beauty of his da zhterz he himſelf + 
Calls her a non-parei}+ I ne'er ſaw a woman, 
But only Sycorax my . m, and ſhe: 

But ſhe as far os the Ih | 


j al a little time 


' 


le, 


ou 


2, 


As greateſt does the ligaſt 
Ste. Is it ſo brave a Laſs! | | 
= Cal. Ay, lord; ſhe 15 become thy bed, I Warrant, 
And bring thee forth&Srave byood. 
= St. Monſter, I Sow ths man: his daughter 
Sand I will be King and Queen fave our Graces : and 
Trinculo and th ſelf ſha ihe 3 Doſt thou 
like the plot, Trinculo 
Trin. Excellent. | 


Ste. Give me thy 14 4d; I a am ſorry, I beat thee: 
but, while thou liv'ſt, at a good tongue in thy head. 


Cal. Within this haÞ hour will he be aſleep; 


Wilt thou deſtroy hinthen ? 
Ste. Ay, on my y hodhur 


a * 
de 
* 


Ari. 
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Ari. This will I tell my maſter. | | 

Cal. Thou mak'ft me merry; I am full of pleaſure; 
Let us be jocund. Will you troll the th? 
You taught me while-ere ? 

Ste. At thy requeſt, monſter, I will do reaſon, any 
reaſon: come on, Trinculo, let us ling. 

Flout 'em, and a em; and ſkout em, and flout em; 

thought i is 
Cal. That's 12 the tune. 
[Ariel plays the tune on a Tabor and Pipe. 

Ste. What is this ſame? 

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, plaid by the 
picture of no-bod 


Ste. If thou be' f a man, ſhew thyſelf in the like- | 


neſs; if thou be'ſt a devil, take't as thou liſt. 

Trin. O, forgive me my {ins ! 

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts: 
Mercy upon us! 

Cal. Art thou afraid? 

Ste. No, monſter, not I. 

Cal. Be not afraid; the iſle is full of nodes. not. 
Sounds, and ſweet airs, that give delight, and hurt 
Sometimes a thouſand twanging inſtruments 
Will hum about mine ears, and ſometimes voices; 
That, if I then had wak'd after long leep, 

Will make me ſleep again ; and then in dreaming, 


1 deſy thee. 


Theclouds, methought, would open, and ſhew riches | 


Ready to drop upon me; that when I wak'd, 
I-cry'd to aream again. 
Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where 
I ſhall have my muſic for nothing. 
J. When Proſpero is deſtroy'd. 
Ste. That ſhall be by and by : I remember the ſtory. 
rin. The ſound is going away; let's follow it, 
Mr after do our work. 
Ste. Lead, monſter; we'll follow. 1 would J could 
ſee this taborer. He lays it on. 
Trin. Wilt come? Ill follow-Stephanc. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


(Sings. | 
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SCENE III. 
Changes to another part of the Iſland. 


Enter Alonſo, Sebaſtian, Anthonio, Gonzalo, Adrian, 
Fra pciſco, Cc. | 


Gon. YR lakin, I Gin go no further, Sir, [1eed, 
My old bones ake: here's a maze trod, in- 
Through forth- rights and meanders ! by your pati- 
I needs muſt reſt me. [ence, 
Alon. Old lord, I cannot 4b thee. 
Who am myſelf attach'd with wearineſs, 
To thi dulling of my fpirits: fit down and reſt. 
Ev'n here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer or my flatferer : he is drown'd, 
Whom thus we ſtray find, and the ſea mocks 
Our fruſtrate ſearch o land. Well, let him go. 
Ant. I am right glace that he's ſo out of hope. 
Do not, for one repui ie, fqrego the * 
That you reſolv'd t'eff ct. 
Seh. The next adv age 
Will we take througl 
Ant. Let it be to ni 
For, now they are op 
Will not, nor cannot 


As when they're frellt,, | 
Seb. I ſay, to night no more. 


3 | 
ttels'd with travel, they 
uſe ſuch vigilance, 


Solemn and ſtrange mu, 6 and 3 the top, in- 
viſible. Enter ſeverd. range ſhapes, bringing in a ban- 
guet; and dance abouyit with gentle actions of ſalutation; 
and, inviting the King, XC. to eat, "= depart. 


Alon. What harmdjiy. 15 this? a good friends, 
hark ! 


Gon. * Gt muſic ! Ae 


T EMP Es 1. 


Alon. Give us kind keepers, heaven! what were theſe? 
Seb. A living drollery. Now I will believe, 
That there are unicorns; that, in Arabia . 
There 1s one tree, the phcenix' throne; one phoenix 
At this hour reigning there. 

Ant. I'll believe both: 

And what does elſe want credit, come to me, 

And T'll be ſworn 'tis true. Travellers ne'er did lie, 
Thou#h fools at home condemn ' em. 

Gon. If in Naples | 

I ſhould report this now, would they believe me ? 
If I ſhould ſay, I ſaw ſuch iſlanders : 
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Who tho' they are of monſtrous ſhape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle, kind, than of 
Our human generation you ſhall find 

Many; nay, almoſt any. 

. Pro. Honeſt lord, 

Thou haſt ſaid well ; for ſome of you there eee 
Are worſe than devils. 

Alon. I cannot too much muſe, 

Such ſhapes, ſuch geſture, and ſuch ſound, expreſſing 
(Although they want the uſe of tongue) a kind 
Of excellent dumb diſcourfe. 

Pro. Praiſe, in departing. —— 

Fran, They vaniſh'd ſtrangely. 

Seb. No matter, ſince 


machs. 


Wilt pleaſe you taſte of what is here? 


* Pro. Praiſe in departing.] This is a ſarcaſm. They were W 
the Muſic and Attendance of this viſionary Entertainment : But their 
Commendations were too haſty, for the Banquet was preſently 
ſnatched from them: So that the Muſic was only a prelude to a Mock- 
ery. Proſpero therefore ſays, =_y your praiſes 'till you have ended your 
entertain ment. 
Praiſe in departing. 
The Phraſe alludes to the Cuſtom of Gueſts praiſing their Entertain- 
ment when they rife from the Banquet. 

Alon. 


(For, certes, theſe are people of the iſland) . 


They've left their viands behind; for we have fto- 


The Mus Er. * 


ſe? WY Lon. Not I. | is 
Gon. Faith, Sir, you bed not fear. When we were 
boys, 


Who would believe, 

Dew-lapt like bulls, , 
Wallets of fleſh, or tha "there were » Lick men, 

Whoſe heads ſtood in heir breaſts? which now we 


find, 1 
Each putter out Me, one will bring us 
Good warrant of.. 

Alon. J will ſtand o, ad feed, 
Although my laſt ; yo matter, ſince I feel 
The beſt is paſt. Broth * my lord the Duke, 
Stand to, and do * - 


S CYENE Iv. 


Thunder and lightning r. Miter Ariel like a harpy, claps 
his wings upon th | table, and with. a . device e 
banquet vaniſhes. | . 


Ari. 8 OU are three Akin of lin, whom deſtiny 
(That hath to inſtrument this lower world, 

And — 5 is in't) the ne er- ſurfeited ſea 

Hath cauſed to bſch up; and on this Iſland 

: Where man doth Mot * * you ' mongſt men 

to- Being moſt unfit t) live. 1 have made you mad; 

nd ev'n with ſuca like valour men hang and drown 

heir proper ſelves. Yoy fools! I and my fellows 
Are miniſters of fate; the elements, 

Of whom your ſwprds are temper d. may as well 

ound the dur the r with bemockt-at ſtabs 


* Each putter out on ſhe for ne A Satire on the Voyagers of 
hat Time, who had ju diſcovers, a new World; and, as was na- 
ural, gave very extrav' gant Accc jnts of the Wonders of i it, Their 

entures in theſe Expgllitions 1 5 to in the Title, given them, + 


of putters out on Ju fo 
＋ Kill 


Ix 


F there were mountaineers, 
ole throats had hanging at 


le, 


ns 


ing 
jeir 
itly 
ck- 
our 


in- 


N. 
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Kill the ſtill-cloſing waters, as diminiſh ; 
One down that's in my plume: my fellow-miniſters © 
1 


Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt, * 
Your ſwords are now too maſſy for your ſtrengths, 71 
And will not be uplifted. But remember. 12 
(For that's my buſineſs to you) that you three 8 Th: 
From Milan did ſupplant good Proſpero: | I'll 
Expos d unto the ſea (which hath requit it) An 
Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 8 
The powers delaying, not forgetting, have ll 
Incens d the ſeas and'IfNxes, yea, all the creatures, 4 
Againſt your peace: thee df thy ſon, Alonſo, ( 

They have bereft; and do pronounce by me, 

Ling ring perdition, worſe than any death * 
Can be at once, ſhall ſtep by ſtep attend «:N 
Tou and your ways; whole wrath to guard you from Tha 
(Which here if this moſt deſolate Iſle elſe falls Anc 
Upon your heads,) is nothing but heart's ſorrow, May 
And a clear life enſuing. | A 


He vaniſhes in thunder: then, to ſoft muſic, Enter the ſhapes 
again, and dance with mobs and mowes, and carrying 
out the table. ? 


Pro. Bravely the figure of this harpy haſt thou 
Perform'd, my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring: 
Of my inſtruction haſt thou nothing "bated, | 
In what thou hadſt to ſay: ſo with good life. 
And obſervation ſtrange, my meaner miniſters i 
Their ſeveral kinds have done; my high charms work, 
And theſe, mine enemies, are all knit up 
In their diſtractions: they are in my power; 

Andi in theſe fits I leave them, whilſt I viſit 
Young Ferdinand, (whom they fuppoſe is 'drown'd,) 
And his and my lovd darling. 

Exit Proſpero from above. 

Gon. I'th' name of ſomething holy, Sir, why ſtand 


OU 


In this ſtrange ſtare? 


Alon. 


ers 


om | 


bes 
ing 


Oe. 
and 


lon, 


: 11 I have tos auſterely puniſh' d you, 
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Alon. O, it is monſtrous! monſtrous ! 
++ Methoughts, #he billows:ſpoke, and told me of it; 
The winds iy ſing it tofme; and the thunder, 


++ That deep an dreadful Organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
++ The Name FAY it did baſe my treſpaſs. 


Therefore my fon i'th' ooze is bedded; and 

ll ſeek him er than ger plummet ſounded, 

And with him here lie my Added. , Exit. 
Seb. But one fiend at a tune, 

ll fight their legions o ei, 


f 


Ant. I'll be thy ſecond. 2208 Exeunt. 
Gon. All thrge of them a deſperate; ** their great 
„ guilt, | 


„Like poiſon iv'n to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins t& bite the ſpirits. I do beſeech you, 
That are of ſu pler joints, follow them ſwiftly; 
And hinder them from what this ecſtaſy 

May now pro 


ke them t | 
Adri. F olloY, I pray you, kane 


* 
— 


A C T IV. 8 0 c E N E TL 
* Proſperag Call. 


* F erdi tand. and Abende 


Enter P 


2 


Pros 78 RoO. 
Your compenſation mak es amends ; for I 

of mine own life; © 
m once again 


Have giv'n. yap here a threa 
Or N. for which 1 live; w 


I tender to the hand : all thy vexations 
Were but myftrials of thy love, and thou 
Haſt ſtrangelyſood the teſt. Here, afore heaven, 
ratify this my rich gift: O Ferdinand. 
Jo not ſmile | «t me, that I boaſt her off; 
5 3 


For 
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For thou ſhalt had, ſhe will outſtrip all praiſe, 
And make it halt behind her. 
Fer. I believe it, 
Againſt an oracle. | 
Pro. Then as my gift,and+thine own acquiſition 


Worthily purchas'd, take my Daughter. But 

« If thou doſt break her virgin-knot, before = A 
All ſanctimonious ceremonies may | Ea 
„With ſull and holy Rite be miniſter'd, * 
No ſweet aſperſions ſhall the heav'ns let fall De 
Jo make this contract grow: but barren hate, 15 
© Sour- ey d diſdain, and diſcord ſhall beſtrew "01 


Ihe union of your bed with weeds ſo loathly, 
% That you ſhall hate it both: therefore take heed, | 


As Hymen's lamps ſhall light you. To 
Fer. As I hope 8 To 
For quiet days, fair iſſue, and long life, - Or 
With ſuch love as 'tis now; the murkieſt den, f 
The moſt opportune place, the ſtrong'ſt ſuggeſtion Th 
Our worſer Genius can, {hall never melt Ab 
Mine honour into tuft; to take away | 
The edge of that day's celebration, No 
When I ſhall think or Phevus ſteeds are founder'd, Ra 
Or night kept chain' d below. No 


Pro. Fairly ſpoke. 
Sit then, and talk with her, ſhe is thine own. 
What, Ariel; my induſtrious ſervant, Ariel 


SCP NE I. 
| Enter Ariel. 


i HAT would my potent maſter? here Jam. 
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your laſt | 
Did worthily perform; and I muſt uſe you : [ſeryice 
In ſuch another trick; go, bring, the rabble, 

O'er whom I give thee power, here to this place: 
"oy them to quick motion, for I muſt 


— bring the rabble,] i. e. of Spirits. 
| Beſtow 
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Beſtow upq the eyes of this young 3 
Some vanity of mine art; it is my promiſe, 
And they ei pect it from me. 

Ari. Preſently ? 

Pro. Ay, with a twink. 

Ari. Befove you can ſay, Come, and go 
And breathe twice; and cry, fo, ſo; ry 
Each one, tipping on his toe, , 
Will be hete with mop and mow. 
Do you love me, maſter? no? 

Pro. Deaily, my delicate Ariel; do not approach, 
Till thou dôſt hear me call | 
Ari. Well, I conceive. -» | [ Exit. 
Pro. 25 thou be true; do not give dalliance 


Too much#he rein; the ſtrongeſt oaths are ſtraw 
To th' fre F; th' blood: be more abſtemious, 
Or elſe, go\\d-night, your W. 5 
Fer. I wal rant you, Sir; 
The white, (old, virgin - nd v upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my lj, fer. 6 
Pro. Weh 
Now come my Ariel ; *brit 5 a corollary, 
Rather thaff want a ſpirit appear, and pertly 
No ange all eyes; be l ent. [To Ferdinand. 
| ; Soft Muſic. 


i 


'$CE Vx III. 
MASQUE. Enie Ins 


(e El S, moſt bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of} heat, rye, barley, fetches, oats, and peaſe; 
Thy turfy mountains, hefe live nibbling ſheep, 
Le. flat meads thatch'd with ſtover, them to keep; 
Thy banks with pionied, ànd tulip'd brims, 

Which ſpungy Abril at thy heſt — Rong 


* -— bring à corollary,] Corrollarium ſignifies what we call Super- 
numerary, or what is more than is juſt ſufhcient, 
| | To- 


Dy 


* 


Fi * 
FX 15 
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To make cold nymphs chaſte crowns ; and thy brown | 
groves, | 
Whole ſhadow the diſmiſſed batchelorlov es, 

Being laſs-lorn ; *thy pale-clipt vineyard, 
And thy ſea-marge ſteril, and rocky-hard, , 
Where thou thyſelf doſt air; the Queen o' th' ſky, F 
Whoſe wat'ry arch and meſſenger am I. : 
Bids thee leave theſe ; and with her Sov' reign Grace, : 
Here on this graſs- plot, in this very place, : 
'To come and ſport ; her peacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 


Enter Ceres. 


er. Hail, many colour'd mellenger, that ne'er 
Doſt diſobey the wife of Jupiter : | 
Who, with thy ſaffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffuſeſt honey drops, refreſhing ſhowers; 
And with each end of thy blue bow doſt crown 
My boſky acres, and my unſhrub'd down, 
Rich ſcarf to my proud earth; why hath thy Queen 
Summon'd me hither to this ſhort-graſs green ? 
Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate, 
And ſome danation freely to eſtate 
On the bleſs'd lovers. 
Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow, 
If Venus or her ſon; as thou doſt know. 
Do not attend the Queen: ſince they did plot 
The means, that daſky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind boy $ ſcandal'd company 
I have forſworn. 
Iris. Of her ſociety 
Be not afraid ; I met her deit 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos, and het ſon 
Dove- drawn with her; here thought they to have done 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 
Whoſe vows are, that no bed- right ſhall be paid 


* Thy pale-clipt Vineyard. i. e. the Vineyard incloſed or fenced 
with Pales, in Oppolition to the wide and open Sea-marge or Coaſt. 


F Till 


Till Hyments torch be nebel ; but in vain 
Mars's hot tninion is retur 4 again; 
Her waſpiſh: headed ſon has hroke his arrows; 
Swears, 058 will ſhoot no U but play with ſparrows, 
E be a bgy right-out. 
er. High Queen of ſtate, 
Greer 2 1 know her by her gate. 

| Juno deſcends, and enters. 
Juno. Ho does my boun zous ſiſter? go with me 


To bleſs this twain, that they may proſp'rous be, 
And honour d in their iſh 


, riches, marriage-bleſſng, 
Long ontinuance and encreaſing, 
Houf y joys be flill upon you! 
Jung,/ings her bleſſings on you. 


Cer. Earii's increaſe, and foiſon-plenty, 

Barns and garners never empty, 

Vines, with cluſtring bunches growng.. 
#, with goodly burthen bowing, 

g come to you, at the fartheſt, 

e very end of harve | ! 

Scart ity and want ſhall] un you; 


Ceres 3' bleſſing /o is on fou. 


Fer. This is a moſt majeſſſ viſion, and | : 
Harmonious charming LayQ may I be bold 
To think theſe ſpirits? | | 
Pro, Spiri s, which by mine art 
I have fromtheir confines c A d to enact 
My preſent fancies. 
Fer. Let £ le live here Dy + 
So rare a wnder'd father, aad a wife, 
Make this place paradiſe. 
Pro. Sweet now, filence : 1 
Juno and Fes ns ot) 7 bay; | 
| | | There's 


3 
* 


7 
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There's ſomething elſe to do, huſh, and be mute, 
Or elſe our ſpell is marr'd. 
Juno and Ceres whiſper, oat ſend Iris on employment. 
Iris. You nymphs, call'd Natads, of the winding 
brooks. 
With your ſedg'd crowns, and ever-harmleſs looks, Þ 
Leave your criſp channels, and on this green land | 
Anſwer your ſummons, Juno does command : 
Come, temperate nymphs. and help to celebrate 


A contract of true love; be not too late. Be 
Be 

Enter certain N ymphs. who if If: 

You ſun-burn'd ſicklemen, of Auguſt weary, Ar 
Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; To 
Make holy-d ay your rye-ſtraw hats put on, 
And thele freſh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. Ari 
Pro 

SCENE IV. 

| | : 
Enter certain reapers, properly habited, they join with the We 
nymphs in a graceful dance; towards the end whereof, p 


Proſpero ſtarts ſuddenly, and ſpeaks; after which, to a Ich 
1 hollow and confuſed noiſe, they vaniſh heavily. Leſ 


Pro. 1 Hud forgot that foul conſpiracy _ = 
Of the beaſt Caliban, and his confed'rates, BY 4 

_ Againſt my life; the minute of their plot 50 
Is almoſt come. Well done, avoid; no more. For 
Fer. This is moſt ſtrange; your father's in ſome For 

| aſſion . Tov 
That works him ſtrongly. : At 
Aſira. Never till this day Ach 
Saw I him touch'd with anger ſo diſtemper'd. As 1 
Pro. You look, my ſon, in a mov'd ſort, . Tha 
As if you were diſmay d: be chearful, * Io 
Our xevels now are e {© theſe our actors, Wh 
„As I foretold- you, were all ſpirits, and Lech 


Wh 


zme 


| « 
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« Are melted into air, into thin air; 
„ And, like the baſeleſs fabric of th' air-viſions 
« The clou( -capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
Ihe ſolen temples, the great globe itſelf, 
Lea, all, Which it inherit, ſhall diſſolve; 
« And, lik& this inſubſtant al pageant faded, 
Leave net | a rack behind, we are ſuch ſtuff 
As drean are made on, nd our little life 
s rounde d with a ſleep. ——Sir, Iam vext; 
Bear with my weakneſs, my old brain is troubled: 
Be not diſtutb'd with my infirmity; 
If thou be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 
And there e a turn r tyWo I ll walk, 


To {till my ktating mind. 
Fer. Mi AW e wiſh wake Exit Fer. and Mira. 
x with a thougl I thank you:— 


Pro. Core 
Ariel, end © 


Proſ pero cox. forward from l. Cell; enter Ariel to „ | 


Ari. Thy t ioughts I cleave to; what's thy pleaſure? 

Pro. Spirit; 8 | 
We mult prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Ari. Ay, my commander; when I preſented Ceres, 
[ thought to have told thee of i it; but 1 fear'd, 
Leſt 1 mightzänger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where die d thou * theſe varlets? 

Ari. I told you, Sir, they! Were red hot with drink- 
So full of vappur, that the“ ſmote the air ſing; 
For breathinf i in their fac 3; beat the ground 
For kiſſing of their feet; 5 always bending 
Towards thei project. Iten I beat my tabor. 
At which, like an 4s" coks, they prickt their ears, 
Advanc'd thgir eye-lids, . up their noles, 
As they ſmelgmuſic; ſo IKharm'd their ears, 
That, calf-lik$ they my lowing follow'd through 
Tooth d briarff ſharp furzes, pricking goſs and thorns, 
Which enter“ their frail ſhins: at laſt I left them 
Fth' klthy mz atled pool beyond your cell, 

D Db | | There 
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There dancing up to th' chins, that the foul lake B 
O'er-ſftunk their feet. 8 
Pro. This was well done, my bird; A 
Thy ſhape inviſible retain thou ftill ; 
*The trumpery in my houſe, go bring it hither, 
For ſtale to catch theſe thieves. | Mc 
Ari. I go, I go. [Exit, 
Pro. A devil. a born devil; on whoſe nature 6 
Nurture can never ſtick; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all. all loſt. quite loſt; 7 
And, as with age, his body uglier grows, 
So his mind cankers ; I will plague them all, T 
Even to roaring: come, hang them on this line. D 
| [ Proſpero remains inviſible. T 
SCENE. V F 
| th 
Enter Ariel loaden with gliſtering apparel, &c. Enter Ca- 
liban, Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. Lc 
5 _ you, tread. ſoftly, that the blind mole 
may not | 
Hear a foot fall; we now are near his cell. a | 
Ste. Monſter, your Fairy, which you ſay is a harm- | T5 
leſs Fairy, has done little better than plaid the Jack 5 
with us. | 
Trin. Monſter, I do ſmell all horſe- -piſs, at which 1 
my noſe is in great indignation. 4 * 
Sie. So is mine: do you hear, monſter? if Tſhould 5 a 
take a diſpleaſure againſt you; look you : 2 
Trin. Thou wer't but a loſt monſter. 15 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour Te Fe 
* The trumpery in my houſe, go bring it hither 1 
0 For ſtale to catch theſe thieves] If it be aſked what Neceſſity * 3 * 
8 was for this Apparatus, I anſwer that it was the ſuperſtitious Fancy of |} 4 b 
| the People, in our Author's Time, that Witches, Conjurors, &c. had, - "_ 
no Power over thoſe againſt whom they w ould employ their Charms/ yh 
till they had got them at this Advantage, committing ſome Sin gt 0 


other, as here of Theft. 
C 


Exit. 


ſible. 


4 1 
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Be patient. f r the prize, tat bring thee to, 
Shall hood- vink this 5 therefore, ſpeak 
All's huſht as midnight yet * ſllſoftly: 

Trin.“ Ag; but to loſeſour bottles in the pool. — 

Ste.“ Thexe is not only diſgrace and diſhonour in 
that, monſter, but an i finite loſs. 

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting: yet 
& this 1 is yo harmleſs Fry. monſter. 

Ste. I will fetch off ry bottle, Ne I be o'er 
« ears . my labour.“ = 

- Cal. Pr' ythee, my Kin#; be quiet ; ; ſeeſt thou here, 
This is the mouth o'th' Fell; no noiſe, and enter; 
Do that good miſthief, ich may make this Iſland 
Thine own for ever; an I. thy Caliban, 
For ay thy fo t-licker. 7 

Ste. Give ni thy hand} I do begin to have my 
thoughts. 7 

Trin, *O g Stephane O Peer! Oworthy Stephano! 
Look, what "one Ne is for thee ! 


Cal, Let it lone. thoWfool, it is but traſh. 

Trin. Oh, ch, monſters we know what belongs to 
a ſrippery 0. King Stephano! | 

Ste. Put offfhat gown Trinculo; by this hand, Il 
have that gow}. 

Trin. Thy Frace mall Lon it. 

Cal. The dropſy drown. his fool ! what do you mean, 


I To doat thus n ſuch hi gage lets along, 


And do the murder firſt if he awake, 
From toe to cibwon he It ll our ſkins with pinches; 


Make us ſtrange ſtuff. 
Ste. Be you quiet, ne znſter. Miſtreſs line, is not 
this my jerkin? now iFthe jerkin under the line: 


Peer ! O worthy Stephano ! 


* Trin. O King ee 
re is for ther !| The Humour of theſe 


Look whalhh Wardrob 


Lines conſiſts in their being an Alluſion to an old celebrated Ballad, 


chich begins thus, Aing Stephen was @ worthy Peer, &c. and cele- 
brates that King's Farkmony with regard to his Wardrobe. There are 
two e of this Ballad 1 in 


now 
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now, jerkin, you are like to loſe your hair, and prove 
a bald jerkin. 
Trin. Do, do; ve ſteal by line and level, and t like 
your Grace. 
Ste. © I thank thee for that jeſt, here's a garment 
e for't: wit ſhall not go unrewarded, while I am 
++ King of this country: ſteal by line and level, 1s 
an excellent *. of pate; there's another garment 
5“ for't. 22 | 
Trin., Monſter, come, put ſome lime upon your 
fingers, and away with the reſt. 
Cal. I will have none on't; we ſhall loſe our time, 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 
Ste. Monſter, lay to your fingers; help to bear this 
away, where my hogſhead of wine is, or I'll turn you 
out of my kingdom; go to, carry this. 
Trin. And this. 
Ste. Ay, and this. 


A noiſe of hunters heard, Enter divers ſpirits im ſhape of 
hounds, hunting then, about; Proſpero and Ariel ſetting 
them on. Calib. Steph. and Trinc. driven out, roaring. 


Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey, 

. Ari. Silver; there 1t goes, Silver. 
Pro. Fury, Fury; there, Tyrant, there; hark. wok 
Go, charge my goblins Ä chey grind their joints 
With dry convulſions; ſhorten up their ſinews 


them, 
Than pard. or cat o' mountain. 

Ari. Hark, they roar. 

Pro. Let them be hunted ſoundly. At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies: * 
Shortly ſhall all my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have che air at freedom; for a little, 

Follow, and do me ſervice. | [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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'With aged cramps; and more pinch- ſpotted make N 
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Ss GENE I. 

Fee the cel 

Enter Proſpero in ht magic Robes, and Ariel. 
. Pu SPERO- | 


OW doe my p & gather to a head; 
My char —— ot; my ſpirits obey. and time 
Goes upright #ith his carriage: how's the day? 
Ari. On the! xth hour, at which time, my lord, 
You ſaid, our work ſhould ceaſe. 
Pro. I = ſay o, 
When firſt J raiz d the tempeſt: ſay, my ſpirit, 
How fares the King ald s followers? 
Ari. Confin i, ; 
In the ſame faſſibn as you gave in charge; 
Juſt as you left them, all all your priſoners, Sir, _ 
In the oneaping's which weather-fends your cell. 
They cannot btdge, till your releaſe. The > rregd 
His brother, anc yours, abide all three diſtradted; 
And the remainc er mourning over them, 
Brim-full of ſorrgw and diſmay; but, chiefly, 
Him that you tetm'd the good old lord 2 
His tears run don his beard, like winter drops 


From eaves of r ds; f your charm ſo ſtrongly works 


'em, 
That if you no behele A chem. your affections 


Would become Fader. 
Pro. Doſt thou” think ink, _— ? 


Toms \ 

Goes upright with lis Lorie The thought is pretty. Time is 
uſually repreſented as, an old Man almoſt worn out, and bending 
under his load. He is here painted as in great Vigour, and walking 
upright, to denote tha 

Ari. 
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Ari. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 

Pro. And mine ſhall. 
Haſt thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and ſhall not myſelf, 
One of their kind, that reliſh all as ſharply, 
Paſſion as they, be kindlier moy'd than thou art? 


Tho' with their high wrongs Tam ſtruck to th'quick, 


Yet, with my nobler reaſon, gainſt my fury 

Do I take part; the rarer ation i iS 

Ir virtue than in vengeance; they being penitent, 
The ſole drift of my purpoſe doth extend 

Not a frown further; go, releaſe them, Ariel; 

My charms I ll break, their ſenſes I'll reſtore, 
And they ſhall be themlelves. 


Ari. I'll fetch them, Sir. Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Pro. VE elves of hills, brooks, ſtanding lakes and 
groves, 

And ye, that on the ſands with printleſs ſoot 
Po chaſe the ebbing Neptune; and do fly him, 
When he comes back; you demy-puppets, that 


* By moon-ſhine do the green ſour ringlets make, 


Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whoſe paſtime | 


„Is to make midnight muſhrooms. that rejoice 
«© To hear the ſolemn curfew; by whoſe aid 


i (Weak maſters tho ye be) I have be-dimm'd 


« The noon-tide ſun, call'd forth the mutinous winds. | 


And 'twixt the green ſea and the azur'd vault 
et roaring war; to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I giv'n fire, and rifted Jove's ſtout oak 
With his own bolt : the ſtrong bas'd promontory, 
Have I made ſhake, and by the ſpurs pluckt up 
{++ The pine and cedar: graves at my command 

«++ Have open'd, and let torth their 5 wak'd 


By my ſo potent art.” But this rough magic 


I 


xit. 


.nd 


1 ] 
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I here abjure; and when 7 have required 
Some heay'nly muYc, whith even now I do, 
To work mine eni] upon their ſenſes, that 
This airy charm has frail l;) Ill break my ſtaff; 
Bury't a certain fagom ichthe earth; 
And deeper than 4d evet plummet found, 
III drown my book. [Solemn Muſic. 


8 i E N E III. 


Here enters Ariel be} bre; then Alonſo with a frantic geſ- 


ture, attended by Gonzals. Sebaſtian and Anthonio 
in like manner, atended by Adrian and Franciſco. 
They all enter the * which Proſpero had made, and 
there ſtand charni; which Proſpero obſerving, ſpeaks. 


Solemn air, ad the beſt comforter 

To an _ d fancy, cure thy brains 
Now uſeleſs, boil d within thy ſcull! Thett 24 
For you are ſpell- { opt. — 

Holy Gonzalo, hond urable man, 

Mine eyes, even ſociable to th' thew of thine, 

Fall fellow-drops. i ak charm diſſolves apace 


And as the morniyg ſteals upon the night, 
Melting the darRneſs; ſo their riſing ſenſes 

+ Begin to chaſe "al ign'rant fumes, that mantle 
++ Their clearer rez{on.” O my good Gonzalo, 


My true preſerver, and qloy yal Sir 
Jo him thou follohy'ſt; 


will pay thy graces 

Home both in word and deed. Moſt cruelly 

Didſt thou, Alonſo, uſe me and my daughter: 

Thy brother was aFurtherer i in the act; 

Thou'rt-pinch'd fog''t now, Sebaſtian, fleſh and blood. 

You brother — entertain'd ambition. 

_— d remorſe a d nature; who with Sebaſtian 

(Whoſe inward pit ches therefore are moſt ſtrong) 

Would here have kill'd your —_ I do forgive thee, 

Unnat'ral though thou art, * Their underſtanding 
: | | Begins 


4 : 
1 
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= Begins to ſwell, and the approaching tide 
„Will ſhortly fill the reaſonable ſhore, 
hat now hes foul and muddy. Not one of them. Th 


That yet looks on me, or would know me. Ariel I fe 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell; (A 

I will diſcaſe me, and myſelf preſent, | Th 
Exit Ariel, and returns immedzately, Th. 

As I was ſometime Milan: quickly, Spirit; Be 
Thou ſhalt e'er long be free. | . 1 
Ariel ſings, and helps to attire him. — 

Where the bee ſucks, there fuck I! | 0 

In a cowflip's bell 1 lie: Or 
There I couch when owls do cry. 7 
On the bat's back I do fly, Gon 
After Summer, merry. | | Bel; 

Merrily, merrily, ſhall I live now, But 
| Under the bloſſom, that hangs on the kak. T he 
Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel; I ſhall miſs thee; An- 
But yet thou ſhalt have freedom. So, ſo, ſo, I'll 
To the King's ſhip, inviſible as thou art; 5 
There ſhalt thou find the mariners aſleep P 
Under the hatches; the maſter and the boatſwain, For 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; | Wo 
And preſently, I prythee. Thy 
Ari. I drink the air before me, and return : BK 
Or c'er your pulſe twice beat. [ExiÞ Tho 


Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazementÞ} = 4 
Inhabits here; ſome heav' mw power guide us 81 
Out of this feapful count 
Pro. Behold, Sir King, 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Proſpero: 
For more aſſurance that a living Prince 
Does now ſpeak to thee, I embrace thy body; 
And to th& and thy company I bid 
A hearty welcome. 
Alon. Be'ſt thou he or no. 
Or {ome inchanted trifle to abuſe me, 


hem. 
iel 


hee; 


Al 
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Ad late I have beet, I not know; thy pulſe 


Beats. as of fleſh and blood; and ſince I ſaw thee, 
Th'affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
] fear, a madneſs Held me; this n= crave 
And if this be at afl) a moſt ſtrange ſtory: > 
Thy Dukedom I reign, and do intreat, 
Thou pardon me my wrongs; but how ſhould Proſþero 
Be living, and be here? 
Pro. Firſt, noble friend, 
Let me embrace thine age, whoſe honour cannot 
Be meaſur'd or coſhn'd. 
Gon, Whether 4 be, | 
Or be not, I'll not“ wear. - 
Pro, You do yet. aſte 
Some ſubtilties o'th' iſle, that will not let you 


Believe things certain: welcome, my friends all. 


But you, my brace; of lords, were I ſo minded, 
I here could pluck his Highneſs' frown upon you, 
And juſtify you traitors; at this time 
I'll tell no tales. 

Seb. The devil ſpeaks in N 

Pro. No: 
For you, — wickgd Sir, 1 to call i 
Would even infe& my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankeſt faults f al of them; and require 


My Dukedom of * which Ferſorce. I know, 


t þ Thou muſt reſtore 


Alon, If thou be Proſpera, : 


Live us particulars of thy preſervation, 
= How thou haſt met us here, who three hours ſince 


Were wreckt upon this ſhore; where I have loſt 
(How ſharp the poinyof this remembrance is!) 
My dear ſon Ferdinand. a 

Pro. I'm woe for'ty Sir. 

Alon. Irreparable 1 the loſs, and Patience 
Says, it is paſt her @1re. 

Pro. Irather — ; 
You have not ſougPFt her help; of whoſe ſoft grace, 

d f For 


j 


2 
* 
by 
5 
N 
* 
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For the like loſs, I have her ſov'reign aid, 


And reſt myſelf content. 

Alon. You the like loſs? 

Pro. As great to me, as late; and. ſupportable 
To make the dear loſs, have I means much weaker 


Than you may call to comfort you; for I 
Have loſt my daughter. 


Alon. A daughter ? 
O heav'ns! that they were living both in Naples, 
The&King and Queen there! that they were, I wiſh, 
Myſelf were mudded in that oozy bed, 
Where my ſon lies. When did you loſe your daughter? 
Pro. In this laſt tempeſt. I perceive, theſe lords 
At this encounter do ſo much admire, 
That they devour their reaſon; and ſcarce think, 
Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natural breath: but howſoe' er you have 
Been juſtled from y our ſenſes, know for certain, 
That I am Proſþ'ro, and that very Duke 
Which was thruſt forth of Milan; who moſt ſtrangely 
Upon this ſhore, where you were wreckt, was landed 
To be the lord on't. No more yet of this; 


For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 


Not a relation for a breakfaſt, nor 

Befitting this firſt mecting. Welcome, Sir; 
This cell's my court; here have I few attendants, 
And ſubjects none abroad; pray you, look in; 
My Dukedom ſince you've given me again, 

I. will requite you with as good a thing; 

At leaſt, bring forth a wonder to content ye, 


As Lach as me my Dukedom. 


SCENE 


Here 


Mira 


Ivo 


M 


And 


Al 


A vi 
| Shal. 


Set 
Fer 


| I've | 


Al 


Kingd 
count, 


COLT Vert * 


Obens to the Entrance of the Cell. 


Here Proſpero diſcovers Ferdinand and Miranda playing 
at Cheſs. 


Mira. S No, < you play me falſe. 
. Fer No, ry dear love, 
11 would not for the vorld. 
Mira.“ Yes, for x [core of kingdoms you ſhould 
wrangle, * 
And I would call it fair play. 
Alon. If this prov 
A viſion of the iſlan , one dear ſon 
Shall I twice loſe. 3 
* Seb. A moſt high Miracle! ; 
Fer. Though the ſeas threaten, they a1 are merciful: 
| I've curs'd them witliout cauſe. 
Alon. Now all the i)leflings Ferd. Aneels. 
Ok a glad Father compaſs thee about! 
Ariſe, and ſay how. thou cam'ſt here. 
Mira. O! vonder! 
How many goodly. creatures are there have ? 
Ho beauteous mankind is! O brave new world, 
| That has ſuch people ing! 5 | 
Pro. "Tis new to thee. | 
Alon. What is this paid, with whom thou waſt at 
„play: b. 
# Your eld'ſt acquaintamce cannot be three hours: 
# Is ſhe the goddeſs that hath ſever'd us, 
And brought us thus together? 
Fer. Sir, ſhe's mortal ; 
But, by immortal providence, ſhe's mine. 


* Yes, ſor a Score of Kingdoms] i. e. If the Subje@t « or Bet were 


Kingdoms : Score here not ſignifying the Number Twenty, but Ac- 
count. 


'Þ | | | I 


; | * 
* 
** 


* 
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I choſe her, when I could not aſk my father 
For his advice: nor thought, I had one: ſhe 
Ts daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, 
Of whom ſo often I have heard renown, 


But never ſaw before; of whom I have Enter 
Receiv'd a ſecond life, and ſecond father 
This lady makes him to me. ä 
Alon. I am her's; - O lod 
But, oh, how oddly will it ſound, that I I pro 
M.iuſt aſk my child forgiveneſs! This 
Pro. There, Sir, ſtop; * | That 
Let us not burthen our remembrance with Haft 
An heavineſs that's gone. Boe 
Gon. I've inly wept, Our! 
Or ſhould have ſpoke ere this. Look down, you Gods, I Whic 
And on this couple drop a bleſſed crown: ls tig 
For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way, We f 
Which brought us hither! | Ari 
Alon. I fay, Amen, Gonzalo ! , Have 
Gon. Was Milan thruſt from Milan, that his iſſue Pro. 
Should become Kings of Naples! O rejoice Alo 
Beyond a common joy, and ſet it down From 
In gold on laſting pillars! in one voyage Boa 
Did. Claribel her huſband find at Tunis; Id ſtr 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, | And. 


Where he himſelf was loſt; Proſbero his Dukedom, Wher 


In a poor iſle; and all of us, ourſelves, Ol ro: 
When no man was his own. Andr 
Alon. Give me your hands: We w 
Let grief and ſorrow ſtill embrace his heart. Where 
That doth not wiſh you joy! Our r( 
Gon. Be't ſo, Amen! Cap'ri 
Ev'n i 

And v 

Ari. 

Pro. 

Alon 

And t] 


SCENE 


1 | 
ain — 


8 EN 1 


Enter Ariel, with the 1 * Boatſwain amazedly fol- 
þ 10 ung. | 


0 look, Sir, look, 9551 here are more of us! 
Ipropheſy d, if a gagbows were on land, 
© This fellow could nat drown. Now, blaſphemy, 
That ſwear'ſt grace &erboard, not an oath on ſhore ? 
T Hat thou no mout by land? what is the news? 
Boa. The beſt nes is, that we have ſafely found 
Our King and com any; the next, our ſhip, 
; © Which but three gle ſſes ſince we gave out ſplit, 
Is tight and yare, ar f bravely "188 'd, as when 
We hr{t put out to a. 
Ari. Sir, all this ſcꝶvice 
Have I done ſince I Nent. 
Pro. My trickſey ſ Irit ! 
Aon. Theſe are not hatural events; they ſtrengthen, 
From ſtrange to ſtran er. Say, how came you hither ? 
Boatſ. If I did thin ©, Sir, I were well awake, 
ITd ſtrive to tell you. We were dead a-{leep, 
And. how we know . all clapt under hatches. 
Where but ev'n nowWith ſtrange and ſev'ral noiſes 
19 roaring, ſhriekingg howling, jingling chains, 
And more diverſity of ſounds, all horrible, 
We were awak'd; ſtr jghtway at liberty: 
Where we, in all her trim. freſhly beheld 
Our royal, good andgallant ſhip; our maſter 
Cap'ring to eye her; n a trice, ſo pleaſe you, 
Ev'n in a dream, werb we divided from them, 
And were brought me ding hither. | 
Ari. Was't well dot ?? | 
Pro. Bravely, my di igence, thou ſhalt be free. 
Alon. This is as ſtragge a maze as e'er men trod, 
And there is in this bFiineſs more than nature 


Was 


”m — ſhe: TEMPEST: 


Was ever conduct of; ſome oracle 
Mult rectify our knowledge. 

Pro. Sir, my Liege, 
Do not infeſt your mind with ating on 
The ſtrangeneſs of this buſineſs; at pickt leiſure 
(Which ſhall be fhortly) © fin gle Fl reſolve you, 
Which to you ſhall ſeem probable, of every 
Theſe happen'd accidents; till when be chearful, 
And think of cach thing well. Come hither, ſpirit; 
Set Caliban and his companions tree: 
Untie the ſpell. How fares my gracious Sir? 
There are yet miſſing of your company 
Some few odd lads, that you remember not. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, adds: and Trin- 
| culo, in their ſtolen Apparel. 


Ste. VERY man ſhift for all the reſt, and let no man 
L take care for himſelf; for all is but fortune; 

Coragio, bully-monſter, Coragto! 

Trin. If theſe be true ſpies, which I wear in my 
| head, here's a goodly fight. 

Cal. O Setebos, theſe be brave ſpirits, indeed 
How fine my maſter is! I am afraid, 
He will chaſtiſe me. 

Seb. Ha, ba; 
What things are theſe, my lord Anthonio! 
Will money buy 'em? 

Ant. Very like; one of them 
Is a plain fiſh, and no doubt marketable. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of theſe men, my lords, 
Then ſay, if they be true: this miſ{-ſhap' 4 knave, 


His mother was a witch, and one ſo ſtrong 


* ſingle I'll 5 you, ] Becauſe the Conſpiracy, againſt him, of 
his Brother Sebaſtian and his own Brother Anthonio, would make Part 
of the Relation, 


y hat 


it; 


As in his ſhape: 
Take with you your companions; ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handſomely. 


And ſeek for grace. 
Was I, to take this d unkard for a God: ? 
And worſhip this dul tool? 
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That could control fthe moon, make flows and ebbs, 
And deal in her ce-nmand without her power. 
Theſe three have r »b'd me; and this demy-devil 
For he's a bultard ne) had plotted with them 
To take my hte; of theſe fellows you 
Muſt know and oww; this thing of darkneſs TI 
Acknowledge minen 
Cal. T ſhall be pirght to death. 
Alon. Is not this ee, my drunken butler? 
Seb. He's drunk D : where had he wine? 
Alon. And 1 is reeling ripe; where ſhould 
the 1 
Find * grand lix t, that hath gilded 'em? 


| How cam'ſt thou i 1 his pickle? / 


Trin. I have been in ſuch a pickle, ſince I ſaw you 


© laſt, that, I fear me will never out of my bones: I 
| ſhall not fear fly-ble win 


Seb. Why, how rg, Stephano ? [cramp. 

Ste. O, touch mi not: I am not n but a 

Pro. vou d be Ki to th' iſle, Sirrah ? 

Ste. I ſhould havegieen a ſore one then. 

Alon. Tis a ftrangy, thing, as e'er I look'd on. 

Pro. He 1s as an h portion'd in his manners, 
irrah, to my cell, 


Cal. Ay, that I wil and I'll be wiſe hereafter, 


hat a thrice-double aſs 


Pro. Go to. away ! 5 
Alon. Hence, and beſtow your luggage where you 


found it. 


Seb. Or ſtole it rathf 
Pro. Sir, I invite yqhr - highneſs, and your train, 

To my poor cell; where y ou ſhall take your reſt 

For this one night, W. dien (part of it) I'll waſte 

With ſuch 1 's, I not doubt, ſhall make it 
Toru LI * 1 E Go 


F 1 


— 


—— 
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Go quick away; the ſtory of my life, 


. 


And the particular accidents gone by, 
Since I came to this iſle: and in the morn 


T'll bring you to your ſhip; and ſo to 


Naples ; 


Where I have hope to ſee the nuptials 


Of theſe our dear beloved ſolemniz'd; 


And thence retire me to my Milan, where 


Every third thought ſhall be my grave 


Alon. I long 


Take the ear ſtrangely. 
Pro. I'll deliver all; 
And promiſe you calm ſeas, auſpiciou 


To hear the ſtory of your life, which muſt 


gales, 


And fail ſo expeditious, that ſhall catch 
Your royal fleet far off: My Ariel, chick, 
That is thy charge: Then to the elements 


Be free, and fare thou well ! Pledlſe you, draw near. 
[ Exeunt omnes 


EPI. 


ar. 


ind, 


'S & 4 


| Which is moſt faing: 


In this bare * by your ſpell 


KEANE 


a by Proſper. 


Sole 


| No 0 W my charms ol all o er-throtun, 


And what trengti T have's mine own; 
bs 14 now, lis true, 
I muſt be here confi 


| Orſent to Naples. Lei 0 . 


But releaſe me from my y hands, 

With the helþ of you 7, £064 hands. 
Gentle breath of youſs m ſails 

Muſt full, or elſe — ro fails,” 

Which was to a0 Hr now I want 
Spirits enforce, art to erent; 
And my ending is \deſpatr, 
Unleſs I be reliev'd by prayer; 


Iich hierces ſo, that it afſaults 


mm SY, and fees all faults. 


As you from crimes would pardon'd be, 
Let your indulgent e ſet , * free! 


* And my wet deſpaift 
Unleſs I be relies 'by prayer ;] 
This alludes to the (id Stories told of the Necromancer's. Deſpair 
in their laſt Moments; and * the Efficacy of the Prayers of their 
Friends for them. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


= 


THESEUS, Duke of Athens. 


Egeus, an Athenian Lord. | 1 
Lyſander, in love with Hermia. 
Demetrius, in love with Hermia. 3 


Philoſtrate, Maſter of the Sports to the Duke. 
Quince, the Carpenter. 
Snug, the Joiner. 
Bottom, the Weaver. 65" os 
Flute, the Bello mender. *-. : . 
Snowt, the Tinker, {> 583% 
Starveling, the Tapir. 0 


Hippolita, Princeſs of the Amazons, hetroth'd to Tlreſeus. 
Hermia, Daughiter to Egeus, in love with Lyſander. 
| Helena, in love with Demetrius. 


Attendants... 


Oberon, King of the Fairies. | 
Titania,” Queen of the Fairies. 
Puck, or „ a Fairy. 


Peaſebloſſom, For 
Cobweb, Fairi An 
Moth. airies. 8 Fs 
Muſtard-ſeed, | Of 
Pyramus, p 
2 | Charatters i in the Interlude performed 15 

8 by the Clowns, # 
Moonſhine, 3 Tu 
Lion, | Th 

| | Ht; 

Other Fairies attending on the King and Queen. | 8 
C u 
SCENE, Athens; and a Wood not far from it. W 


A 


A ubs Unbtz ns NIGHT'S 
D | E A M. 


Te 


Terex 


Tis Duke's Palace i Athens, 


8 Hippolita Philoſtrate, with Attendants, 
 Ty\s20s. 
N OW, falt Hippolita, our nuptial hour 
Draws ol apace; fquar happy days bring in 
Another moon: but, oh; methinks, how flow 
This old moon wanes ! ſhe lingers my deſires, 
| Like to a ſtep-dame, or a dowager, | 
Long winteriſig on a young man's revenue. 
Hip. Four Hays will J —_ themſelves in 
night; 
Four . ill quicklyl dream awa the time: 
And then the moon, like to a ſilver e 
| New bent ir heaven, ſh: |] behold the night 
Ol our ſolem nities. * 
The, Go, Ihiloſtrate, *% 5 
| Stir up th' Athenian © to merriments; 
Awake the pert and nimble ſpirit of mirth ; 
Turn melanc oly forth to funerals, 
The pale co panion is not for our pomp. Exit. Phi. 
Hippolita, I oo'd thee with my {word; 
And won. thy love, doing thee injuries: 
But I will whd thee i in another key, 


With. Pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 
8 5 E 4. Enter 
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Enter Egeus, Hermia, Lyſander, and Demetrius. 


Ege. Happy be T heſeus, our renowned Duke! 

The. Thanks, good Egeus; what's the news with 
thee? | | 

Ege. Full of vexation, come I with complaint 
Againſt my child. my daughter Hermia. 
Stand forth Demetrius. My noble lord, 
This man hath my conſent to marry her. 
Stand forth, Lyſander. And, my gracious Duke, 
This man hath witch'd the boſom of my child: 
Thou, thou, Lyſander, thou haſt giv'n her rhimes, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with my child : 
Thou haſt by moonlight at her window ſung, 
With feigning voice, verſes of feigning love; 
And ſtoll'n th' impreſſion of her fantaſy, 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, noſegays, ſweet-meats; (meſſengers 
Of ſtrong prevailment in unharden'd youth 
With cunning haſt thou filch'd my daughter's heart, 
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me, | 
To ſtubborn harſhneſs: And, my gracious Duke, 
Be't ſo, ſhe will not here before your Grace 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius; 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens, 
As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her: 
Which ſhall be either to this gentleman, 
Or to her death, according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that caſe. | 

The. What ſay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair maid, 
To you your father ſhould be as a God, 
One, that compos'd your beauties; yea, and one, 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted; and within his power 


** flolln tl" impreſſion of her fantaſy,] The expreſſion is elegant and 
pretty. It alludes to the taking the Impreſhon of a Key in Wax, iu 
Order to have another made to unlock a Cabinet. ; 

g To 
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To leve th. figure, or disfigure it: 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 
Her. So is LTyſander. ; 
The. In himſelf he is; 

But in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 

The _ mit de held te worthier. 
Her. 0 my father look d but with my eyes. 
The. Rath your eyes Muſt with his judgment look. 
Her. I do ;atreat your Grace to pardon me: 

+I know nog; by what pow'r I am made bold; 

Nor how it ay concern my modeſty, 

In ſuch a pr ſence here, to plead my thoughts: 

But, I beſeech your Grace, that I may know 

The worſt that may befal me in this caſe, 

If I refuſe to; wed Demetrius. 
The. Either to die the death, or to abjure 

For ever then! octety of n en. 

Therefore, fir Hermia, queſtion your deſires; 

Know of yol'r youth, mine well your blood, 

Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 

| You can endure the livety of a nun; 

| For aye to he in ſhady ckoiſter mew'd, . | 
To live a bagren ſiſter all your life, 

| | the cold, fruitleſs, moon? 

Thrice bleſfgd they, thaf maſter ſo their blood, 

ſuch maide; pilgrimage : 

But earthlie happy is tze role diſtill'd, 

Than that, w iich, witheWng on the virgin thorn. 

Grows, lives, and dies. wa ſingle bleſſedneſs. | 
Her. So will I grow, live, ſo die, my lord, 


vith 


it, 


* To leve the 
of the Figure, 
French, relever. 


ure, &c.] i. e. i lee, to heighten or add to the Beauty 
0 ich is ſaid to "br imprinted by him. "Tis from the 


I know not, Ht power I an. made bold ;] It was the Opinion of the 
1d Ancients, that When a Perſon di or ſaid any Thing that exceeded 
In his common F culties of Perfeqmance, that he did it by the Aſſiſt- 
| ance of ſome Gd. So here ſheꝶhnſinuates, that it was Love that en- 
0 abled her to ple d his Cauſe. | 


's i 8 Ere 


* 
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Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 


Unto his lordſhip, to whoſe unwiſh'd yoak 
My ſoul conſents not to give Sov reignty. 
The. Take time to pauſe; and by the next new moon, 
(The ſealing day betwixt my love and me, 
For eyerlaſting bond of fellowſhip) 
Upon that day either prepare to die, 
For diſobedience to your father's will; 
Or elſe to wed Demetrius, as he would ; 
Or on Diana's altar to proteſt, 


For aye, auſterity and ſingle life. 


Dem. Relent, ſweet Hermia; and, Lyſander, yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Ly/. You have her father's love, Demetrius; 

Let me have Hermia's; do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lyſander! true, he hath my love; 
And what 1s mine, my love ſhall render him. 
And ſhe is mine, and all my right of her 
I do eſtate unto Demetrius. | | 

Lyſ. Jam, my lord, as well deriv'd as he, 

As well poſſeſt: my love is more than his: 


My fortune's every way as fairly rank'd, 


If not with vantage, as Demetr:us : 
And, which is more than all theſe boaſts can be. 


I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia. 


Why ſhould not I then proſecute my right? 

Demetrius (I'll avouch it to his head) 

Made love. to Nedar's daughter, Helena; | 

And won her ſoul; and ſhe, ſweet lady, doats, 

Devoutly doats, doats in Idolatry, ; 

Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant man. . 
The. T muſt confeſs, that I have heard ſo much, 

And with Demetrius thought t'have ſpoke thereof; 

But, being over-full of ſelf-affairs, | 

My mind did loſe it. But, Demetrius, come; 

And come, Egeus; you ſhall go with me; 


I have ſome private ſchooling for you both. 


For you, fair Hermia, look, you arm yourſelf 


To 


on, 


DO 


o 


| 5 
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To fit your fancies to yqhr father's will; 

Or elſe the IH of Athens yields you up 

(Which by nß means we may extenuate) 

To death, or'to a vow of ſingle life. 

Come, my | Hippolita ; what << my love? 

Demetrius, an l Egeus, go along 

I muſt employ you in ſome ws. 0" 

Againſt our nuptials, and confer with you 

Ot ſomething nearly that concerns yourſelves. 
Ege. With duty and 1 we follow you. | 

1 Excunt. 


CENE II. 


14 nent Lyſander and Hermia. 


A my love? why is your cheek ſo pale? 
Do roy the roſes there. do fade ſo faſt? 
Her. Belikes for want of rain; which I could well 


+Beteem them from the tempeſt of mine eyes. 


'Lyſ. Hermia, for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or hiſtory, 
The courſe of true love never did run ſmooth; 
But, either it was different i in blood 
Her. O cro ho high, to be enthrall'd to 
low 
Ly/. Or ela graffi 1, in reſpect of years 
Her. O ſpigat!* to04{*1d, to be engag'd to young! 
Ly/. Or elſe {t ſtood wpon the choice of friends 
"Hae hell to chodſe love by another's eye! 
Lyſ. Or if tl ere wera@a ſympathy in choice, 
War, death, J! ſickneſs did lay ſiege to it; 


* Come, my Hippolita; what cheer, my love ?) Hippolita had not ſaid 
one ſingle Word Wl this while; Had a modern Poet had the teach- 
ing of her, we ſhoꝶd have found her the buſieſt amꝭngſt them; and, 
without Doubt, the Lovers might have expected a more equitable 
Decifion. But 22 knew better what he was about; and ob- 
lerved Decorum. Bi 

t Beteem, or * upon them. Mr. Pope. 

N KS: Making 
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Making it momentary as a ſound, +9 
Swift as a ſhadow, ſhort as any dream, By 
* Brief as the lightning in the + collied night, By 
That (in a ſpleen) unfolds both heav'n and earth; By 
And ere a man hath power to lay, Behold ! An 
The jaws of darkneſs do devour it up; | | 
So quick bright things come to confuſion, ——— By 
Her. If then true lovers have been ever croſt, In 
It ſtands as an edict in deſtiny: 
Then, let us teach our tryal patience : T0 
| D i it 1s a cuſtomary crols, 


As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and lighs, 
Wiſhes and tears, poor fancy's followers ! 

Ly. A good perſualion; therefore hear me, Hermia. 
I have a widow-aunt, a dowager 


Of great revenue, and ſhe hath no child; 


From Athens 1s her houſe remov'd ſeven leagues, He 
And ſhe reſpeds me as her only ſon. | 
There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee; De; 
And to that place the ibarp Athenian law Yo 
Cannot purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me then | Mc 
Steal forth thy father's houſe to morrow night; V 
And in the wood, a league without the town. Sie 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena | Yo 
Jo do obſervance to the morn of May, M. 
There will I ſtay for thee. | Mz 
Her. My good Lyſander,——— W 
* Brief as the lightning in the collied Night, = 
That, in a Spieen, unfolds both Hearen and Earth.] Tho' the Word ; 
Spleen be here employed odly enough, yet I believe it right. Shatt- Yo 


bear always hurried on by the Grandeur and Multitude of his Ideas 

aſſumes, every now and then, an uncommon Licence in the Uſe of 

his Words. Particularly in complex moral Modes it is uſual with 

him to employ one, only to expreſs a very few Ideas of that Number ' 
of which it is compoſed. Thus wanting here to Exprels the Ideas 

of a fudden, or in a trice, he uſes the Word Spleen ; which, par- 

tially conſidered, ſignifying a haſty ſudden Fit is enough for him, 

and he never troubles himſelf about the further or fuller Siznification 

of the Word. 

Ly/. 10 


+ Col lied or black. 
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Ly. 1 ſwe! F to thee by Cupid's ſtrongeſt bow, 
By his beſt a o with the golden head, 
By the Simpl city of Venus doves, 
th; By that, which knitteth ſouls, and proſpers loves; 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage Queen, 
When the falſe Trojan under fail was ſeen; 
Buy all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In number more than ever woman ſpoke; 
Her. In that ſame place thou haſt appointed me, 
To morrow truly will meet with thee. 


Ly/. Keep 7 love, Look, here comes Helena. 
[12, | | | | 
CE NE III. 


14, 
7 E. er Helena. 
Her. OD beed. ür Helena! whither aways 
| Hel. Call yo #me fair? that fair again unſay; 
Demetrius loves you, Mir; O happy fair! 
Your eyes are 2 s, and your tongue's ſweet air 
More tuneable than Ark to ſhepherd's ear. 
When wheat 1s, greet, when haw-thorn buds appear. 
Sickneſs is catghing Hoh, were favour ſod t 
Your's would catch fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My ear ſhouldytatch'your voice, my eye your eye; 
My tongue ſhogld catch your tongue's-\weet melody. 
Were the work| mine, Demetrius being 'bated, 
The reſt Ill gite we to you tranſlated. 
* O teach me, how yt u look; and with what art 
Fa You ſway the notio of Demetrius heart. 
eas Her. IJ frowf upo him, yet he loves me ſtill. 
— Hel. Oh, that yogr frowns would teach my ſmiles 
= | ſuch {k II! & | 3] 
25 Her. 1 give aim hrſes, yet he gives me love. 5 
at- Hel. Oh, that my ray rs could ſuch affection move! 
th Her. The more Iyats,' the more he follows me. 
4 Hel. The more Ifove, the more he hateth me. 


Her. His Fdly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 
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Hel. None, but your beauty ; would that fault were 
mine! 
Her. Take comfort; he no more ſhall fee my face; 
Lyſander and myſelf will fly this place. 
Before the time I did Lyſander ſee, 
Seem'd Athens like a Paradiſe to me. 
O then, what grace in my love do dwell, 
That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell? 
Lyſ. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold ; 
To-morrow night, when Phebe doth behold 
Her filver viſage in the wat'ry glaſs, 
Decking with ſiauic pearl the bladed graſs; 
(A time, that lovers flights doth ſtill conceal) 
Through Athens' gate have we devis'd to ſteal. 
Her. And in the wood, where often you and I 


| Upon faint primroſe- beds were wont to lie, 


Emptying our boſoms of their counſels ſwell d; 

There, my TLyſander and myſelf ſhall meet; 

And thence from Athens turn away our eyes, 

To ſeek new Friends and ſtrange Companions, 

Farewel, ſweet play-fellow; pray thou for us, 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! 

Keep word, Lyſander; we mult dae our ſight 

From Lovers' tood, till morrow cep midnight. 

Exit Hermia. 

Ly/. I will, my Hermia. Helena, adieu; 

As you on "Wil Demetrius doat on you! Exit Lyſan. 
Hel. How happy ſome, o'er other ſome. can be! 

Through Athens I am thought as fair as ſhe. 

But what of that? Demetrius thinks not ſo: 


He will not know; what all, but he, do know. 


And as he errs, doating on Hermia's eyes, 
So I, admiring of his qualities. 
Things baſe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranſpoſe to form and dignity : 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind; 
And therefore 1s wing'd Cupid painted blind. 
Nor 


. 
70 
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Nor hath love's | 2 2 any judgment taſte; 
Wings and no & es Jure unheedy haſte: 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a child, 
Becauſe in choige he 3s ſo oft beguil'd. 

As waggiſh boys themſelves in game forſwear, 
So the boy Lovy is Perjur d every where. 
For ere Demetrius loo d on Hermia's eyne, 

He hail'd down Math! , that he was only mine; 
And when this Bail tome heat from Hermia felt, 
So he diſſolv'd, and ſhowers of oaths did melt. 
I will go tell 1 5 air Hermia's flight: 


ere 


ce; 


Then to the woqd Wel he, to-morrow night 
Purſue her; anG&for: his intelligence 

If I have thanks iti a dear expence. 

But herein mean 4 t{-enrich my pain, 


| To have his *L her, and * _ _ 


At es to a Cottage. 
Enter Quince, «7: Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and 
Jtarveling. 


Quin. TS all our co pany here? 
Bol. Voq . re beſt to call them generally 


a. man by man, acc g to the ſcrip. 
4 {crowl of every man's name, 


Que. Here 1s . 
n. WW which is thought htzthrough all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before he Duke and Dutcheſs, on his 
F wedding-day at ny her. 

Bot. Firſt, goo Pier Quince, ſay what the play 
treats on; then read he names of the actors; * lo » 
go on to a point.“ 

Quin. Marry, ohr 


y is the moſt lamentable co- 
medy, and moſt ciuel Heath of Pyramus and Thiſby. 
Bot. A very good wece of work, I allure you, and 
a merry. . Now, good, Peter Quince, call forth your 
actors by the ſcrowl. Maſters, ſpread yourſelves. 
I Quin. Anſwer, as call you. Nick Bottom, the 
weaver, | | Bot. 
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Bot. Ready: name what part I am for, and proceed, 
Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are ſet down for Pyramus, 

Bot. What 1s Pyramus, a lover. or a tyrant? 

Quin. A lover, that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for 
love. 

Bot. That will aſk ſome tears in the true perform- 
ing of it; if I do it, let the audience look to their 
eyes; I will move floems ; I will condole in ſome 
meaſure. To the reſt; et. my chief humour is 
for a tyrant; I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to 
tear a Cap in: To make all ſplit the ragin 

rocks, and ſhivering ſhocks ſhall break the locks 
«© of priſon-gates and Phibbus' carr ſhall ſhine 
from far, and make and mar the fooliſh fates.” — 
This was lofty. Now name the reſt of the players, 

This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover 1 is more 
condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows- mender. 

Hu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quin. You muſt take Thiſby on you. 

Flu. What is Thiſby, a wand ring Knight? 

Quin. It is the lady, that Pyramus muit love. 

Flu. Nay, faith, let not me play a woman; I have 
a beard coming. 

Quin. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a maſque ; 
and you may ſpeak as ſmall, as you will. 

Bot. An 1 may hide my face, let me play T hiſby 
too; I'll ſpeak in a monſtrous little voice, Thiſne, 
T hifne; ah Pyramys, my lover dear, thy Thiſby dear, 
and lady dear. 

Quin, No, no, you * play Pyramus; and Flute, 
you, Thiſby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the taylor. 

Star. Here Peter Quince. 

Quin. Robin Staroeling, you muſt W plays T hiſby's mo- 
ther. 

Tom Snowt, the tinker. 


Snout. 


row 1 
with 


O 


. 


| ſhriek, and that were 


C. 


! 
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Snowt. Here, Peter Chuince. | * 

Quin. You, Pyramufs father; myſelf, Thiſby's fa- 
ther; Snug, the joiney, you, the lion's part: I hope, 
there is a play fitted. , 

Snug. Have you thglion's part written? pray you, 


ilk it be, give it me, fer I am flow of fludy. 


Quin. You may 4p 15 extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bot. Let me play In lion too; I will roar, that I 
will do any man's Fefrt good to hear me. I will 
roar, that I will male, the Duke ſay, let him roar 


again, let him roar à Win. 5 
An. If you ſhouldQo it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutcheſs ag the ladies, that they would 


"IT to hang us all. 


All, That would hang us every mother's ſon. 

Bot. 1 grant you, finds, if you ſhould fright the 
ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
diſcretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my 


voice ſo, that I will war you as gently as any ſuck- 


ing dove; I will roar'you an 'twere any nightingale. 

Juin. You can play no part but Pyramus, for Pyra- 
mus is a {weet-fac'd m in; a proper man, as one ſhall 
ſee in a ſummer's day; a moſt lovely gentleman-like 


man: therefore you x uſt needs play Pyramus. 
Bot. Well, I will er it. What beard were 


I beſt to play it in? 


Quin. Why, what ypu will. | 
Bot. I will — it in either your ſtraw-co- 


| lour'd beard; your orfnge-tawny beard, your purple- 


in-grain beard, or your French crown-colour'd beard; 
your perfect yellow. | * 
Quin. Some of your*French crowns have no hair 
at all, and then you wilplay bare-fac'd. But, maſters, 
here are your parts? and I am to intreat you, re- 
queſt you, and defireFyou, to con them by to-mor- , 
row night; and meet: ne in the palace-wood, a mile 
without the town, by Jnoon-light, there we will re- 
t ; * hearſe; 


2 
* 
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hearſe; for if we meet in the city, we ſhall be dog'd 
with company, and our devices known. In the 
mean time I will draw a bill of properties, ſuch a 
our play wants. . I pray you, fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet, and there we may rehearſe more 
obſcenely and courageouſly. Take pains, be per. 
fect, adieu. | 
Nuin. At the Duke's oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough; hold, or cut bow-ſtrings. 


[ Exeunt, 


— 


ACT UNS CEN E I. 
A W 00D. 


Enter a Fairy at one Door, and Puck (or Robin- 
good-fellow) at another. 
| Puck. 
OW now, ſpirit, whither wander you? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale, 


Through buſh, through briar, 


Over park, over pale, 
Through flood, through fire, 

I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the moon's ſphere; 
And I ſerve the Fairy Queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green: 
The cowllips tall her penſioners be, 
In their gold coats ſpots you ſee, 


* At the Duke's oak we meet—hold, or cut bow-ſtrings. | This prover- 
bial Phraſe came originally from the Camp. When a Rendezvous 
was appointed, the Militia Soldiers would frequently make excule for 
not keeping Word that their bow-/trings were broke, i. e. their Arms 
unſerviceable. Hence when one would give another abſolute Af 
rance of meeting him, he would ſay proverbially—hold or cut bou- 

firings— i. e. whether the Bow-ltring held or broke. 
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Thoſe be rubies, Fairy-favours : 
In thoſe freckles live their ſavours : 
I muſt go ſeek ſome (ex- drops here, 
And hang a pearl in very cowllip's ear. 
Farewel, thou lob of irits, I'll be gone, 
Our Queen and all he; elves come here anon. 
Puck, The King doth keep his revels here to night, 


Take heed, the ng Ma not within his fight. 


For Oberon is paſſing fell and wrath, 

Becauſe that ſhe, as H r attendant, hath 

A lovely boy, ſtoll'n rom an Indian King: 

She never had ſo ſweet a changeling; 

And jealous Oberon wauld have the child 

Knight of his train, to trace the foreſts wild ; 
But ſhe per-force with:holds the loved boy. 
Crowns him with flo Mrs, and makes him all her joy. 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or fpangled ſtar-light ſheen, 
But they do *{quare, gat all their elves for fear 


Creep into acorn $0” and hide them there. 


Fai. Or I miftake Bur ſhape and making quite, 
Or elſe you are that ſhrewd, and knaviſh ſprite, 
Call'd Robin-goodfellow,, Are you not he, 

That fright the maidens of the villageree, | 
Skim milk, and ſometimes labour in the quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs huſwife chern : 


| And ſometime make the drink to bear no barm, 


Mil-lead night-wand'rers, laughing at their harm? 


| Thoſe that Hobgoblin call you, and ſweet Puck, 


You do their work, and they ſhall have good luck. 
. 


Are not you he? 


Puck. Thou ſpeak'ſt right; 
Jam that merry wandjrer of the night: 
I jeſt to Oberon, and mþke him ſmile, 
When I a fat and be\p-fed horſe beguile, 
Neighing in likeneſs;of a filly-foal; 
And ſometimes lurk 1 in” a yollp's bowl; 


G5 0 


* 3, e. quarrel or jar. | | Pope 
; 0 75 | « ; | In 
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In very likeneſs of a roaſted crab, 
And when ſhe drinks, againſt her lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale. 
The wiſeſt aunt, telling the ſaddeſt tale, 
Sometime for three-foot ſtool miſtaketh me; 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples ſhe, 
And rails-or cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and ſwear, 
A merrier hour was never waſted there. 
But make room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 
Fai. And here my miſtreſs: would, that he were 


Sone! | | 
'$/CE NE 1. 


Enter Oberon King of Fairies at one door with his train, 
and the Queen at another with hers. 


0b. ILL met at moon-light, proud Titania. 
Queen. What, jealous Oberon? Faires, {kip 
| hence. | 
I have forſworn his bed and company. 
Ob. Tarry. raſh Wanton; am not I thy lord? 
Queen. Then I muſt be thy lady; but I know, 
When thou haſt ſtoll'n away from fairy land, 
And in the ſhape of Corn ſate all day, 
Playing on pipes of corn, and verſing love 
To am'rous Phillida, Why art thou here, 
Come from the fartheſt ſteep of India? 
But that, forſooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buſkin'd miſtreſs and your warrior love, 
To Theſeus muſt be wedded; and you come 
To give their bed joy and proſperity. 
Ob. How can'ſt thou thus for ſhame, Titania, 
- Glanceat my credit with Hippolita ; 
| Knowing, I know thy love to Theſeus ? F 
| | D1 
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Didſt thou not lead m glimmering, through the 
From Perigune, whom e raviſfi d; [night 
And make him with Fair gle break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopþa? 
Queen. Theſe are the forgeries of jealouſy: 
And never ſince that middle ſummer's ſpring 
Met we on hill, in dale. foreſt, or mead, 
fe, By paved fountain, or by buſhy brook, 
Or on the beached margent of the ſea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whiſtling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haft diſturb'd our ſport. 
ere Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have ſuchd up from the ſea 
Contagious fogs; whicty falling in the land, 
Have every pelting rj. er made ſo proud. 
That they have over ort e their continents. 
The ox * ＋ ſtrutch'd his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman loſt his ſweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere its jouth attain'd a beard. 
| The fold ſtands emp.y in the drowned held, 
Ki And crows are fatted* with the murrain flock; 
| The nine-men's morr,) is fill'd up with wad; 
And the quaint maze; in the wanton green, 
For lack of tread, ar 2 
The human mortals Fant their winter heried, 
No night is now with hymn or carol bleſt ; 
| Therefore the moon, he governeſs of floods, 
Pale in her anger, wa. les all the air; 


That rheumatic is ae do abound. 


And thorough this demperature, we ſee 
The ſeaſons alter; hgary-headed froſts 
Fall in the freſh lap of the crimſon roſe; 
And onpgld Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 
An od'tous chaplet e ſweet ſummer-buds 


Is, as in mockery, ſe The ſpring, the ſummer, 
The childing autumr angry winter, change 


1 * Didft thou not lead him k — through the night 
= The Meaning is ſhe condud I him i " the Appearance of fire through | 


me dark Night, 4 5 
7 4 „ Their 
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Their wonted liyeries; and th' amazed world, 


By their inchaſe, now knows not. which is which; * 
And this ſame progeny of evil comes 1 
From our debate, from our diſſenſion; I; 
We are their parents and original. 
Ob. Do you amend it then, it lies in you. p 
Why ſhould Titania croſs her Oberon? W: 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my *henchman. ( 
ucen. Set your heart at reſt, 
The fairy-land buys not the child of me. Til 
His mother was a votreſs of my order, 1 
And, in the ſpiced Indian air by night, 875 
Full often ſhe hath goſſipt by my ſide; Nag 
And ſat with me on Neptune yellow ſands, ure 
Marking th' embarked traders on the flood, Tha 
When we have,laught to ſee the ſails conceive, r 
And grow big-belhed with the wanton wind: To 1 
+ Which ſhe, with pretty and with ſwimming gate P, 
Follying (her womb then rich with my young ſquire) WW 0 
Would imitate; and ſail upon the land, Fly; 
To fetch me trifles, and return again, | Cupi 
As from a voyage rich with merchandize. * 
But ſhe, being mortal, of that boy did die; Aud 
And, for her ſake, I do rear up her boy; Foy 
And, for her ſake, I will not part with him. But 
0b. How long within this wood intend you ſtay? Que 
* Or Uſher. Mr. Pope. | And 
+ Which ſhe with pretty and with ſwimmang gate In n 
Following (her womb then rich with my young ſquare) ' Yet | 
Would imitatz-| Some of the ancient Editions read as above. But It fe 


following what? ſhe did not follow the Ship, whoſe Motion ſhe imi- Befo 
tated : For that failed ou the Water, ſhe on the Land. If by fol elo 


lowing we are to underſtand imitating, it will be a mere Pleonaſm— And 

imitating would imitate. From the Poet's Deſcription of the Actions it Fetc] 
plainly appears we ſhould read | The 

follying-— | ond 

Would imitate. | Y ill 

i. e. wantouing in Sport and Gaiety. pO: 


& 1 Queen. A 


0 
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Queen. Perchance, ill after Theſeus' wedding- day. 
If you will patiently lance in our round, 
And ſee our moon-lignt revels, go with us; 
If not, ſhun me, and will ſpare your haunts. 
Ob. Give me that Hy, ad I will go with thee. 
ueen. Not for thy#airy Kingdom. Elves, away: 
We ſhall chide down-right, if I longer ſtay. 
* [+/xeunt Queen and her train. 
Ob. Well, go thy ay; thou {ſhalt not from this 
grove, 
'Till I torment thee * this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither; thou remember'ſt 
Since once I ſat upon a promonto 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin' s back, 
- Uttering ſuch dulcet and lfrmonious breath, 
That the rude ſea grew civA at her ſong; 
And certain ſtars ſhot mad y from their ſpheres, 
To hear the ſea-maid's mul. c. 
Puck, J remember. | 
) 0b. That very time I ſaw, Hut thou cou'dſt not, 
Flying between the child moon and the earth, 
Cupid alarm'd: a certFin aim he took 
At a fair * Veſtal, throned by the weſt, 
And loos'd his love-ſhaft {/nartly from his bow, 
As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts; 
„But I might ſee young Cupid's fiery ſhaft 
4 Quench'd in the chaſe beams of the wat'ry moon, 
And the Imperial Vgtreſs paſſed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell, 


” It fell upon a little W ſtern flower; 
6. Before milk-white, n W purple with love's wound; 
Gd And maidens call it ove in idleneſs. 


Fetch me that flow'r the herb I ſhew'd thee once; 
The juice of it, on FE eye-lids laid, 
Will make or man, & woman, madly * 
Upon the next live Matute that it ſees. 


n.  *A compliment to Queen Elizabeth Mr. Pope. 
| Fetch 
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Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again, 
Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 
Puck. I'll put a girdly round about the earth 
In forty minutes. | Exit. 
Ob. Having once this juice, 
Tl watch Titania when ſhe is aſleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes: | 
The next thing which ſhe waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 
On medling monkey. or on buſy ape) 
She ſhall purſue it with the ſoul of love: 
And ere take this charm from off her fight, 
(As I can take it with another herb) 
I'll make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here? I am inviſible; 
And I will over-hear their conference. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 


Dem. I Love thee not, therefore purſue me not. 
Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia? 
The one Il lay; the other llayeth me. 
Thou told'ſt me, they were ſtoll'n into this wood; 
And here am I, and wood within this wood; 
Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
Hel. You draw me. you hard-hearted adamant, 
But yet you draw not iron; for my heart 
Is true as ſteel. Leave you your power to draw, 
And I ſhall have no pow'r to follow you. 
Dem. Do I entice you? do I ſpeak you fair? 
Or rather do I not in plaineft truth 
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot, love you? 
Hel. Andev'n for that do I love thee the more; 
I am your ſpaniel; and, Uemetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will tavn on you: 


Uſe 


Uſe 


It is not night when 
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Uſe me but as your Daniel, ſpurn me, ſtrike me, 
Negle& me, loſe me; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, t follow you. 
What worſer place ca I beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of High reſpett with me) 
Than to be uſed, as Mu uſe your dog? 
Dem. Tempt not to much the hatred of my ſpirit; 
For I am fick, when Ido look on thee. | 
Hel. And I am ſick, when I look not on you. 
Dem. You. do impeach your modeſty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit yourſelf 
Into the hands of one that loves you not; 
To truſt the opportunity of night, | 
And the ill counſel of a deſart place, 
With the rich worth gf your virginity. 
Hel. Your virtue is 7 privilege; for that 
o ſee your face, 
Therefore, I thank, I ; mnot.in the night. 
Nor doth this wood la K worlds of company; 
For you in my reſpeg re all the world. 


2 


Then how can it be ſa , I am alone; 


When all the world ig here to look on me? 
Dem. I'll run from the and hide me in the brakes, 

And leave thee to thE&mercy of wild Beaſts. 

Hel. The wildeſt hatF not ſuch a heart as you; 
Run when you will, th ſtory ſhall be chang d: 
Apollo flies, and Daphngholds the chaſe; 

The dove purſues the riffin; the mild hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch %e tyger. Bootleſs ſpeed ! 
When cowardiſe purlſygs, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not ſtay} y queſtions; let me go: 


Or if thou follow me, Ao not believe, 


But I ſhall do thee mifchief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the tem le, in the town, the field, 
You do me miſchief. Fie, Demetrius, 
Your wrongs do ſet a ſgandal on my ſex, 
We cannot fight for Me, as men may do; 
We ſhould be woo'd.#3d were not made to woo. 
Yor. I. 2 = 


k | 
5 
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I follow thee, and make a heav'n of hell; 
To die upon the hand, I love ſo well. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 


0b. JAR E thee well, nymph; ere he doth leave 
| this'grove, 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeek thy love. 
Haſt thou the flow'r there? welcome, wanderer. 
Enter Puck. 
Puck. Ay, there it is. 
0b. I pray thee, give it me; 
I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, - 
Where ox- lip and the nodding violet grows, 
O'er-canopy d with luſcious woodbine, 
With ſweet mulk-roſes, and with eglantine. 
There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the night, 
Lull'd in theſe flow'rs with dances and delight; 
And there the ſnake throws her enammel'd {kin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in: K 
And with tlie juice of this III ſtreak her eyes, 
And make her full of hateful fantaſies. 
Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this grove; 
A ſweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a diſdainful youth; anoint his eyes; 
But do it, when the next thing he eſpies 
— be the lady. Thou ſhalt know the Man, 
the Athenian garments he hath. on. 3 
by it with ſome care, that he may prove 
More fond of her, than ſhe upon her love; 
And, look, you meet me ere the firſt cock crow. 
Puck. Fear not, my lord, your ſervant {hall do ſo. 
_ - | Exeuntt, 


DVC; 
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Cunt, 
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RENE v. 


Enter Quen 0 Fairies, with her train. 


Qu. OME, now : roundel, and a Fairy ſong: 
Then, for che third part of the midnight, 


Some to Kill canſers n the mutk-roſe buds, (hence; 


Some war with IO for their leathern wings, 
To make my {mal elyes coats; and ſome keep back 
The clamorous ql, t1at nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quiant ſfortss Sing me now alleep: 

Then to your Otices,) and let me reſt. 


F. cries ing. 


You ſpotted ſnakt) with double tongue, 
Thorny hedgdbogs, e not ſeen; 

Newts and blin wore, do no wrong ; 
Come not ned our iry Queen. 


Philomel, u ft 7 

Sing in your j weet 25 
Lula, lulla, dullab y lulla, lulla, lullaby : 

Never harm, nor 7 nor charm, 


Come our lovely lady nigh; 
So good v with lullaby. 


! ; Fairy. 
Weaving ſpiders co, e not here; 
Hence, you 15 inners, hence: 


Beetles blac approaeh not near, 
Worm, nor ſnd do M offence, 
Philomel | ih melody, &c. 


Py 
'# 


F | 1 Fairy. 


Hence, away; now! dl is wells 
One, aloof, 12 G2 —— 


9 Tue Queen ſleeps. 
1 Enter 


| 
} 


If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſander ly d. 
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Enter Oberon. 


0b. What thou ſeeſt, when thou doſt wake, 
Do it for thy true love take: 
Love and languiſh for his ſake; 
Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 
Pard, or boar with briſtled hair, 
In thy eye that ſhall appear, 
When thou wak'ſt, it is thy dear; 
Wake, when ſome vile thing is near. [Exit Oberon. 


STENT VI. 


Enter Lyſander and Hermia. 
Ly/. —_— IR love, you faint with wandring in the 


wood ; 
And, to ſpeak troth, I have forgot our way: 
We'll reſt us, Hermza, if thou think it good, 
And tarry for the comfort of the day. 
Her. Be't ſo, Iyſander; find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will reſt my head. 
Ly/. One turf ſhall ſerve as villow for us both, 
One heart, one bed, two boſoms, and one troth. 
Her. Nay, good Lyſander; for my ſake, my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie ſo near. 
Ly/. O take the ſenſe, ſweet, of my conference; 
Tove takes the meaning. in love's innocenſe; 
1 mean, that my heart unto yours is knit; 
So that but one heart can you make of it: 
Two boſoms, interchained with an oath; 
So then two boſoms, and a ſingle troth: 
Then, by your fide no bed-room me deny; 
For lying ſo, Hermia, I do not lie. 
Her. Lyſander e very prettily; 
Now much beſhrew my manners, and my pride, 


= > 


But 


ON BY UW 4 by 


Hel. 


f 
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Bat, centle friend, for love and curteſy 
Lie further off; in human modeſty, 
Such ſeparatipn, as, may well be ſaid, 
Becomes a vit uous bachelor and a maid, 
So far be diſfynt; and good night, ſweet friend; 
Thy love ne Er alter, till thy ſweet life end! 
Ly/. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, ſay I; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is my bed; fleep give thee all his reſt ! 
Her. With half that wiſh the wiſher's eyes be preſt! 
[They ſleep. 
j Enter Pack. | 
Puck, Throggh the foreſt have I yu 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whoſe ey(s I migh, approve 
This flower's force in {firing love: 
Night and filence! who 1s here? 
Weeds of Athens he _— wear; 
This is he, my maſter aid. 
Deſpiſed the fthenian maid, 
And here thqmaiden keeping ſound 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty ſoul ! [at durſt not lie 
Near to this Jack-love Lill- curteſy. 
Churl, upon hy eyes I throw 
All che pow'i this chartn doth owe: 
When thou vak'|t, let ove forbid 
Sleep his ſeat on thy eye-lid; 
So awake, when I am gone: 


For I muſt ao to Ober n. Exit. 


F E. NE VII. 


pu Desen and Helena running. 


Hel. CTA! ' , tho' tho; kill me. ſweet Demetrius! 
Dem I charge hee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. .. 


4 
1 F 3 Hel. 
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Hel. O, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not ſo. Ar 


Dem. Stay. on thy peril; 1 alone will go. Lo: 
Exit Demetrius. ] 

Hel. O, I am out of breath in this fond chaſe; W. 
The more my prayer, the leſſer is my grace. Is t 
Happy is Hernua, whereſoe'er ſhe lies; Th: 
For ſhe hath bleffed, and attractive, eyes. | Del 
How came her eyes ſo bright? not with falt tears; But 
If ſo, my eyes are oftner waſh'd than hers: Go 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear; In! 
Fox beaſts. that meet me, run away for ſear. But 
Therefore no marvel, though Demetrius f I tl 
Do (as a monſter) fly my preſence thus. Oh. 
What wicked, and diſſembling, glafs of mine She 
Made me compare with Hermia's ſphery eyne? 4 
But who is here? Lyſander on the ground: An 
Dead or afleep? I ſee no blood, no wound: For 
Lyſander, if you live, good Sir, awake. | The 
Ly/. And run thro' fire I will, for thy ſweet ſake. os 

[ Waking. Are 

T ranſparent Helen, nature here ſhews art, So t 
- "That through thy boſom makes me ſee thy heart. Of c 
Where is Demetrius? Oh, how fit a word Ane 
Is that vile name, to periſh on my {word ! To | 
Hel. Do not ſay ſo, Lyſander, ſay not ſo; E 
What tho' he love your Hermia? lord, what tho'? To | 
Yet Hermia {till loves you; then be content. } Ay 
Ly/. Content with Hermia? no: I do repent Liſa 
The tedious minutes I with her have ſpent; \ Me- 
Not Hermia, but Helena J love: And 
Who will not change a raven for a dove? 5 
The will of man is by his reaſon ſway'd; Me 
And reaſon ſays, you are the worthier maid, Spe; 


Things, growing, are not ripe until their ſeaſon; 
So J, being young, till now ripe not to reaſon; 0 5 
And, touching now the point of human 1kill, TC 
Reaſon becomes the marthal to my wall, 


And 


heh. 
. 
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And leads 1. to your eyes; where I o'erlook 


Love's ſtories. written in Jove's richeſt book. 
Hel. Wheitfore was I to this keen mock ry born? 
When at your hands did I deſerve this ſcorn ? 
Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no, nor-never can, 
Deſerve a ſweet look from Demetrius eye, 
But you muff flout my infutficiency ? 
Good troth, ou do me wrong; good ſooth, you do; 
In ſuch diſſanful manher me to woo: = 
But fare you well. Perforce I muſt confeſs, 


I thought y ju lord of more true gentleneſs: 


Oh, that a la dy, of one man refus'd. 

Should of another therefore be abus'd! Exit. 
Iy/. She ſees not Hermia ; Hermia, ſleep thouthere; 

And never may ſt thou come Lyſander near; 

For as a furl of the ſweeteſt things 

The ; the een to the ſtomach brings ; 


Or as the hWeſfies, that men do leave. 

Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceive; 

So thou, my ſurfeit and my heriſy, 

Of all be ha-ed, but the moſt of me! 

And all my pow'rs addreſs your love and might 

To honour Helen, and to be her Knight! | Ext. 
Her. Help'me, Lyſander, help me! do thy beſt 

To pluck: N ſerpent from my breaſt: 

Ay me, for Pity, what a dream was here? 

Lyjander, logk, how I do quake with fear 

Me-thought a ſerpent eat my heart away; 

And you ſai ſmiling at his cruel prey: 

Lyſander ! what remoy'd? Lyſander, lord ! 

What. out of hearing gone? no ſound, no word? 

Alack, where are you? ſpeak, and if you hear, 

Speak, of al loves; (I ſwoon almoſt, with fear.) 

No? the I well perceive, you are not nigh; 

Or death, of you, I'll find immediately. Exit. 


IJ 


1 ACT 
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ACT in. s C E N E l. 
f The W O O D. 


Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt and 
Starveling. 


The Queen of Fairies lying aſleep. 


Borrou. 


| RE we all met? 
Quin. Pat, pat; and here's a marvellous con- 
venient place for our rehearſal. This green plot {hall 


be our ſtage, this hawthorn-brake our tyring houſe, 


and we will do it in action, as we will do it before the 
Duke. | 

Bot. Peter Quince 

Quin. What ſay'ſt thou, bully Bottom? 

Bot. There are things in this comedy of Pyramus 
and Thiſby, that will never pleaſe. Firſt Pyramus mult 
draw a {word to kill himſelf, which the ladies can- 
not abide. How anſwer you that? 

Snowt. By'rlaken, a parlous fear. 

Star. I believe we mult leave the killing out, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit, I have a device to make all well; 
write me a prologue, and let the prologue ſeem to 
ſay, we will do no harm with our ſwords, and that 
Pyramus is not kill'd indeed; and for more better 
aſſurance tell them, that I Pyramus am not Pyramus, 
but Bottom the weaver; this will put them out of 
fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have ſuch a prologue, and it 
ſhall be written in eight and ſix. 

Bot. No, make it two more; let it be written in 
eight and eight. 


HSonu t 


4 


* 
ll 
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Snowt. Will not the ladies be afraid of the lion? 
Star. I fea} it, I promiſe” you. 

Bot. Maſters, you ought to conſider with your- 
ſelves; to bring in, God ſhield us, a lion among la- 
dies, is a mꝗſt dreadful thing; for there is not a 
more fearfulFild-fowl than your lion living; and we 
ought to lod; to it. | 

Snowt. The tefore another prologue muſt tell, he is 
not a hon. } | 

Bot. Nay j ou muſt name his name, and half his 
face mult be een through the hon's neck; and he 
himſelf muſt ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the 
ſame defect; ladies, or fair ladies, I would wiſh you, 
or I would requeft you, or I would intreat you, not 
to fear, not to tremble; my life for yours; if you 
think, I comghere as a lion, it were pity of my life; 
no, I am no ch thing, I am a man as other men 
are; and thet* indeed let him name his name, and 
tell them 1a he is Snug the joiner. 

Quin, Welk it ſhall beſo; but there is two hard 
things. that 1.;, to bring the moonlight into a cham- 
ber; for, you know, Pyramus and T hiſby meet by 
moon-light. mk 
Snug. Doth;the moon ſhine that night we play our 
play ? a 5 | 
Bot. A kaleadar, a kalendar! look in the alman- 
ack; find outmoon-ſhine, find out moon-ſhine. 

Quin, Yes, it doth ſhine that night. 

Bot. Why nen may you leave a cafement of the 


great chambe -window, where we play, open; and 
the moon mai” ſhine in at the caſement. 


Quin. Ay, or elſe one muſt come- in with a buſh 
of thorns and a lanthorn, and ſay, he comes to diſ- 
figure, or to preſent, the perſon of moon-ſhine. Then 
there 1s anothgy thing: we muſt have a wall in the 
great chamber for Pyramuf and Thiſby (ſays the ſtory) 
did talk through the chink of a wall. 


FS: | Snug. 


* 
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Snug. You never can bring in a wall. What ſay 


you, Bottom! 2 th 
Bot. Some man or other muſt preſent Wall; and F 
let him have ſome plaſter, or ſome lome, or ſome 2 in 


rough-caſt about him, to ſignify wall: Or let him 
hold his fingers thus ; and through the cranny ſhall 
Pyramus and Thiſby whiſper. 
Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, ſit 
down every mother's fon, and rehearfe your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin; when you have ſpoken your 
ſpeech, enter into that brake; and ſo every one ac- 2 
cording to his cue. 


SCENE H. ® 


Enter Puck behind. 4 
Puck. * \ 7 H AT hempen home-ſpuns have we ſwag: Lik 
gering here. N 


So near the 4 of the fairy Queen? 
What, a play tow'rd? I'll be an auditor; 
An Ador too, perhaps, if I fee cauſe. 
Quin. Speak, Pyramus; Thiſby, ſtand forth. 
Pyr. Thiſby, the flower of odious favours ſweet. 
Quin. Odours, odours. 
Pyr. Odours, favours ſweet. | Tag 
So doth thy breath, my deareſt Thiſby, dear; 
But hark, a voice! ſtay thou but here a whit: 


And, by and by, I will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr. F { 
Puck. A ſtranger Pyramus than e'erplaid here ![ Aſide. as 
Thi/. Muſt I ſpeak now? 1 
uin. Ay, marry, muſt you; for you muſt under- OO 
ſtand, he goes but to fee a noiſe that he heard, and that 
is to come again. 7 
Thiſ. Moſt radiant Pyramus, moſt lilly-white of hue, Th, 
Of colour like the red roſe on triumphant brier, \ 
Moſt brilky Juvenile. and eke moſt lovely jew, Th 
As true as trueſt horſe, that yet would ncver tire, 1 
I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny s tomb. Quin. | 


a 


IN. 


that yet: 


your cue 13. aſt; it is Never tire. 


pray. e maſters; help ! [The Clowns exeunt... 


* : 
7 
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uin. ” in 


tomb, man; why you muſt not ſpeak 
t you anſwer to Pyramus; you ſpeak all 
your part af once, cues and all. Pyramus, enter; 


Re: ner Bottom, with an Ahead. 


Thiſ. O. As true as trueſt horſe, that yet would 
never tire. 

Pyr. If 425 fair, Thi i/by, 1 were only thine. 

Gun. O mönſtrous! O ſtrange! we are haunted ; 


Puck. T'll Jpllow you, I I — you about a round. 
Through bog, through buſh, through brake, 
throt gh brier; 
Sometimes à horſe I'Il be, ſometimes a hound, 
A hog, a Jeadleſs ar, ſometime a fire, 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar and burn, 
Like horſe, i Hund. hog, bear, fire, at every turn. Ex. 
Bot. Why: o they run away? this is a knavery of 
them to malt me ah. 


Enter Snowt. 


Snowt. O; ſottom, cha art n d; wn do I ſee 
on thee? 

Bot. Whaßhßdo vou 195 you ſee an aſs-head of 
your Own, d you? ? 4 


* 


; Wh Enter Quince. 

Quin. Bleſß the, Bothm, bleſs thee ; thou art tran- 

ſlated. 4 4 

Bot. I fee; heir k knavery, this is to make an aſs of 

me, to fright me if they could; but I will not ftir 

from this place, do what they can; I will walk up 

and down hb re, and I n ling, that they ſhall hear 

I am not aft 11d. [ Sings. : 

The Ouſel ceck. ſo black of hue, = | 
With * — tawny bill, 

The throſtlef with his note ſo true, 
The wre owith lf ani. 


Queen. 
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Queen. What angel wakes me from my flow'ry bed? 
. [ Waking, 
Bot. The finch, the ſparrow, and the lark, | Sings, 
The plain-ſong cuckow gray, 
Whoſe note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not anſwer, nay. 1 Fa, 
For, indeed, who would ſet his Wit to ſo. fooliſh a 


bird? who would give a bird the lie, tho' he cry 3 
cuckow never lo ? 4 
Queen, I pray thee, gentle mortal, ſing again; 2 

Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note, Hop 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy ſhape; Feed 
And thy fair virtue's force (perforce) doth move me, Wit! 
On the firſt view to ſay, to ſwear, Ilove thee. The | 

Bot. Methinks, miſtreſs, you ſhould have little rea- And 

| ſon for that: and yet, to ſay the truth, reaſon and And 
love keep little company together now-a-days. The To h 
more the pity, that ſome honeſt neighbours will not And 
1 make them friends. Nay, I can * sleek upon occaſion, To fa 
Queen. Thou art as wiſe, as thou art beautiful. Nod 
| | Bot. Not ſo neither: but if I had wit enough to 17 
0 get out of this wood, I have enough to ſerve mine 1 21 
own turn. 8 31 
BY ueen. Out of this wood do not delire to go, Bot 
Thou ſhalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no. ſeech 
Il am a ſpirit of no common rate; Cob 
© The ſummer ſtill doth tend upon my ſtate, Bot 
I And I do love thee; therefore, go with me, mate 
Wi I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee; | with) 
And they ſhall fetch thee jewels from the deep, Pea) 
And ling, while thou on preſſed flowers doſt ſleep: Bot. 
And I will purge thy mortal groſſneſs ſo, your | 
BY That thou ſhalt like an airy ſpirit go. Good 
Bi Peaſeblofſom ! Cobweb ! Moth! and Muſtardſeed! 11 
| | 1 
* Joke or Scofl. Mr. Pope. Bot. 
tage 1 


hath d 
SCENE | 
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1 Fair. 


3 Fair, And Þ uy c 

4 Fair. And E: where ſhall we go? 

Queen. Be kit, and ourteous to this gentleman; 
Hop i in his walks, and Hambole in his eyes; 
Feed him with apricock and dewberries, 
With purple grapes. green figs and mulberries, 
The honey-bags ſteal from the humble bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light gon, the Cery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my lovgto wt and to ariſe: 
And pluck the wjngs fi bm painted butterflies, 
To fan the moor#+bear from his ſleeping Eyes; 
Nod to him elve}, and o him courteſies. 

1 Fair, Hail, mortal, ail! 

2 Fair. Hail! a 

3 lair, Hail * "i 

Bot. I cry your woMhip's mercy n I be- 
ſeech your worlhfp's nahe. 

Cob. Cobweb. 4 

Bot. I ſhall defire of you more acquaintance, good . 
maſter Cobweb; iff} cut my finger, I ſhall make bold 
with you. You! name, honeſt gentleman. 

Peaſe. Peaſeblofſon. © 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to miſtreſs Squaſh 
your mother, and to maſter Peaſecod your father. 
Good maſter Peaſehloſſom, I ſhall deſire of you more 
acquaintance too Your name, I beſeech you, Sir. 

Muſ. Muſtardſeas, 


bot, Good maltgr Muſtardſeed, I know your paren- 


tage well: that ame cowardly giant-like Ox-beef 
bach devour'd ma. * a gentleman of your houſe. I 


| 


Pro- 
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promiſe you. your kindred hath made my eyes water 
ere now. I deſire more of your acquaintance, good 


_ maſter Muftardſeed. Ka 
Qu. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my bower, MW 17. 
The moon. methinks, looks with a watry eye; The 

And when ſhe weeps, weep ev'ry little flower, ** 
Lamenting ſome enforced chaſtity! | 5 For 
Tie up my love's tongue, bring him ſilently.Exeunt Son 
SCENE IV. BD ii 
And 
Enter King of Fairies. Whe 
Ob. F Wonder, if Titania be awak'd: _ 
Then what 1t was that next came in her eye, But! 
Which ſhe muſt doat on in extremity. Witl 
Enter Puck. | Pu 
Here comes my meſſenger! how now, mad ſprite, | . 
What night-rule now about this haunted grove? 
Puck. My miſtreſs with a monſter is in love. 
Near to her clofe and conſecrated bower, 
While ſhe. was in her dull and ſleeping hour. 
A crew of patches, rude mechanicals, 
That work for bread upon Athenian ſtalls, 0b. 
Were met together to rehearle a play, * 
Intended for great Tkeſeus' nuptial day. Der 
The ſhallow'ſt thick-{kin of that barren ſort, Lay | 
Who Pyramus preſented, in their ſport {7K 
Forſook his ſcene, and enter'd in a brake; For el 
When I did him at this advantage take, If tho 
An als's nole I fixed on his head; Being 
Anon, his Thiſby muſt be anſwered, | And | 
And forth my minnock comes: when they him ſpy, W Th. f 
As wild geele, that the creeping fowler eye, As he 
Or ruſſet- pated choughs, many in ſort, From 
Riſing and cawing_ at the gun's report, This v 


Seve! May t 


int 


{py, 


evel 


. 


2 . . . 5 5 
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gever themſelve 
So at his fight, ay iS fellows fly; 
And. at our ſtan >, he oer and o'er one falls; 


He murder np and help from Athens calls. 


adly ſweep the iky; ; 


Their ſenſe thus peak, ↄſt with their fears thus ſtrong, 
Made ſenſeleſs dings 'egin to do them wrong. 
For briars and ti rns at their apparel ſnatch, 
Some, ſleeves; tome, hats; from yielders all things 
catch. 4 C 7 : 

led them on in this gaftracted fear, 
And left ſweet Pyramiq; tranſlated there: 
When in that moment}, (ſo it came to paſs) 
Titania wak'd, anq; ſtra zhtway lov'd an aſs. 

0b. This falls qt b ter, than I could deviſe. 
But haſt thou yet atc d the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juite, +. did bid thee do? 


Puch. I took hir ſleEping; that is finiſh'd too; 
And the Athenian i Vo by his fide, 


That when he * of force the muſt be ey'd. 


8 G bs 
Enter em trius and Hermia. 


0b. „ cleſe, this is the ſame Athenian. 
Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man. 
ere O, why rebuke you him that loves you to? 
breath ſo bitter on your bitter foe. 
1 Now I but $hide, but I ſhould uſe thee worſe; 
For thou, I fear, hlt given me cauſe to curſe: 
If thou haſt ſlain Þ/ander in his lleep, 
Being o'er ſhoes ii blood, plunge in the deep, 
And kill me too. 
The ſun was not ſe true unto the day, 
As he to me. Weculd he have ſtoll'n away 
From {leeping Hermia? Vit believe as ſoon, 
This whole earth gay be bord: and that the moon 
May through the ; aw CLECP, and ſo diſpleaſe 


Her 
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* Her brother's noon-tide 1'th* Antipodes. qo WI 


It cannot be, but thou haſt murther'd him; It I. 
So ſhould a murtherer look. ſo dread. fo grim. ( 
Dem. So ſhould the murther'd look; and ſo ſhould, Anc 
Pierc'd through the heart with your ſtern cruelty: Of | 
Yet you the murtherer look as bright, and clear, Son 
As yonder Venus in her glimm'ring ſphere. | P. 
Her. What's this to my Lyſander ? where is he? 

Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me? Am 
Dem. Tad rather give his carcaſe to my hounds. 0! 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv'ſt me paſt the W And 

bounds | | | All { 

Of maiden's patience. Haſt thou ſlain him then? Wit! 

Henceforth be never number'd among men. By { 

O! once tell true, and even for my ſake, I'll « 

Durſt thou have look'd upon him, being awake ? Pu 

And haſt thou kill'd him fleeping? O brave touch! Swift 

Could not a worm, an adder do ſo much? 0b, 

An adder did it, for with doubler tongue Hit w 

Than thine, thou ſerpent, never adder ſtung. Sink 

Dem. You ſpend your paſſion on a miſpris'd mood; I Whe: 

I am not guilty of Lyſander's blood, Let hi 

Nor is he dead, ſor aught that I can tell. As thi 
Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. Wher 


Dem. And if I could, what ſhould I get therefore? ¶ Beg o. 
Her. A privilege never to ſee me more; - 

And from thy hated preſence part I ſo: 

See me no more, whether he's dead or no. Exit. Puck 


Dem. There is no following her in this herce vein, Helena 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain: And t 
So ſorro w's heavineſs doth heavier grow, Pleadi. 
For debt, that bankrupt fleep doth ſorrow owe; _ Y 

| ord, 1 

* Her brother's noon-tide with % Antipodes] This the old Reading. 0b. 
She ſays, ſhe would as ſoon believe, that the Moon, then ſhining, Will c 
could creep through the Centre, and meet the Sun's Light on the P " 
other Side the Glqbe. It is plain therefore we ſhould read, nen. 
| -— 1'th' Antzpodes, i. e. in the Antipodes where the Sun was That n 
then ſhining. 


Which 
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Which now in + ght meaſure it wall pay, 


make ſome ſtay. | Lies down. 
ne? thou haſt miſtaken quite, 
on ſome true love's light: 


It for his Tender 
0b. What haſt th Ju 
And laid thy love- zuich 
Ot thy * ul perforce enſue 
Some true love ny {and not a falſe turn'd true. 
Puck. Then fate Be rules, that, one man holding 
troth, F || 


A million ſail. conÞpunding oath on oath. 
dod go ſwifter than the wind, 


0b. About the 
And Helena of Athais, ſee, thou find. 
All fancy-lick ſhe i", and pale of cheer; 
With ſighs of love; that coſt the freſh blood dear; 
By ſome illuſion, ſe 2, thou bring her here; 
I'll charm his eyes, againſt ſhe doth appear. 
Puck, I go, I go; look, how I go; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. Exit. 
Ob. Flower of th 1 dye, 
Hit with Cuptd's ar 
Sink in apple of hik eye [ 
When his love he doth eſpy, 
Let her ſhine as glo\iouſly 
As the Venus of the iy. 
When thou wak'ſt, if the be by, 
Beg of her for reme 


Enter Puck. 


Puck. Captain of Fur fairy band, 
Helena is here at ha d, 
And the youth, miſ ook by me, 
Pleading for a lovers fee. 
Shall we their fond Hageant ſee ? 
Lord, what fools thete mortals be! 

0b. Stand aſide: the noiſe, they make, 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once woo one; 
That muſt needs be 14 alone. 


. [ — 
r 
8 
1 3 
ö 3 
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And thoſe things do belt pleaſe me, 


* Ca 


That befal prepoſt roully. wed: 
| RE os If vc 

| 9 i Tov 

Enter Lyſander and Helena. Whe 

LV W HY ſhould you think, that I ſhould wo oe 
in ſcorn ; 4 g 

Scorn and deriſion never come in tears. T 18 
Look, when I vow. I weep; and vows fo born, Wick 
In their nativity all truth appears : Wor 
How can theſe things in me feem ſcorn to you, \ I 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true? : 55 
Hel. You do advance your cunning more and more; F on 


When truth kills truth, O deviliſh, holy, fray ! And | 


Theſe vows are Hermia's: will you give her o er? In He 
Weigh oath with oath, and you willnothing weigh, W And 
Your vows to her and me, put in two ſcales, Who, 
Will even weigh, and both as light as tales. Hel 

Lyſ. T had no judgment when to her I ſwore. Dem 


Her. Nor none, in my mind, now — give her oe. Ir ©... 
Ly/. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. hes ho 
Dem. [awaking.| O Helen, goddeſs, nymph, perfet, ro 12 


divine, There 
To what, my love, ſhall I compare thine eyne? Lyſ 
Cryſtal is muddy; O how ripe in ſhow the 
Thy lips, thoſe Kiſſing cherries, tempting grow! Pies 
That pure congealed white, high Taurus ſnow, Bk oh 


Fann'd with the eaſtern wind, turns to a crow 


When thou hold'ſt up thy hand. O let me kiſs * Can 
This Pureneſs of pure white, this ſeal of bliſs. But 

Hel. O ſpight; O hell! I ſee you all are bent 5 
To ſet againſt me, for your merriment: Bu 
If you were civil, and knew courtely, meauing , 
You would not do me thus much injury. Yared his 


Can 


© 


00 


Can 
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Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But muſt join inſolerits to mock me too? 

If you are men, as men you are in {how, 

You would not ule 3 gentle lady ſo: 

To vow and fwear, and ſuper-praiſe my parts; 

When I am ſure, > hate me with your hearts. 

You both are 4 and love Hermia, 

And now both rivals to mock Helena. 

Atrim exploit, a mal. ly enterprize, 

To conjure tears np in a poor maid's eyes 

With your deriſion q none of nobler ſort 

Would ſo offend a yargin, and extort 

A poor ſoul's patiende, all to make you ſport. 
Ly/. You are unkiiid, Demetrius; be not ſo; 

For you love Hermia; this, you know, I know. 

And here with all good will, with all my- heart, 

In Hermia's love I yield you up my part; 

And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 


Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 
Hel. Never did mockers waſte more idle breath. 
Dem. Lyſander, keep thy Hermia, I will none; 
If eer I lov'd her, al pat love is gone. 
My heart to her but, afgueſt-wiſe, ſojourn'd ; 
And now to Helen it is | ome return'd, 
There ever to id. 5 
Ly/. It is not ſo. 
Dem. Diſparage n ofthe faith, thou doſt not know, 
Leſt to thy Dl thou abide it dear. 
Look, where thy red. comes, yonder is thy dear, 


*(an.you not. hate me, as 1 now you do, 
But You muſt join in f. als o mock me too? This is ſpoken to De- 
nelrius, The laſt Line is ronſenſe. They ſhould be read thus, 
Can you not hate me, a: I know you do, 


But muſt join inſolents to mock me too? 
neauing Ly/ander, who, as ſhe thought, mocked her when he de- 
dared his Paſhon = her. 


1 
i 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
Enter Hermia. 
Her. ee night, that from the eye his function 
| takes, 


The ear more quick of apprehenſion makes : 
Wherein it doth impair the ſeeing ſenſe, 
It pays the earing double recompence. 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lyſander, found; 
Mine ear, I thank, it brought me to thy found. 
But why unkindly didſt thou leave me lo? 

Lyſ. Why ſhould he ſtay, whom love doth preſs 


to go? 


Her. What love could preſs Lyſander from my fide? | 
Lyſ. Lyſander's love, that would not let him bide, 


Fair Helena; who more engilds the night, 
Than all yon fiery O's and eyes of light. 
Why ſeek'ſt thou me ? could not this make thee know, 
The hate, I bear thee, made me leave thee ſo? 
Her. You ſpeak not, as you think ; it cannot be, 
Hel. Lo, ſhe is one of this confed'racy ; 
N cov, I perceive, they have conjoin'd all three, 
To faſhion this falſe ſport in ſpight of me. 
Injurious Hermia, moſt ungrateful maid, 
Have you conſpir'd, have you with theſe contriv'd 
To bait me with this foul derifion ? 1 
Is all the counſel that we two have ſhar'd, 
The ſiſters vows, the hours that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty-footed time 
For parting us; O! and is all forgot? 
All ſchool-days friendſhip, childhood innocence ? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, 
Created with our needles both one flower, 
Both on one ſampler, fitting on one cuſhion; 
Both warbling of one ſong, both in one key; 


As if our Hands, our ſides, voices, and minds 
| Had 


= 


n 


eſs 


Jad 
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Had been incorp'rate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, ſeeming parted, 

But yet an union in partition; 

Two lovely berries moſded on one ſtem, 

So with two ſeeming bodies, but one heart; 
Two of the firſt, like chats in heraldry, | 
Due but to one, and ctowned with one creſt, 
And will you rend our ancient love aſunder, 
To join with men in ſcorning your poor friend? 
It is not friendly, tis ot maidenly; 

Our ſex, as well as I, niay chide you for it; 


I Though I alone do feel the injury. 


Her. I am amazed at your paſhonate words: 
I ſcorn you not; it ſeems, that you ſcorn me. 
Hel. Have you not {& Ly/ander, as in ſcorn, 
To follow me, and pratfe my eyes and face? 
And made your other He, Demetrius, 
Who, even but now, did ſpurn me with his foot). 
To call me goddeſs, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celeſtial ? wherefore ſpeaks he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Ly/ander 
Deny your love, ſo rich\within his ſoul, 
And tender me, forſooth. affection; 
But by your ſetting on,.py your conſent? 
What though I be not fp in grace as you, 
do hung upon with love: fo fortunate 
But miſerable moſt, to'leve unlov'd? 
This you ſhould pity, rather than deſpiſe. 

Her. I underſtand ng what you mean by this. 
Hel. Ay, do, perſevet:, counterfeit ſad looks, 
Make mouths upon me, when I turn my back; 

Wink each at other, hold the ſweet jeſt up: 
This ſport, well carried;ſhall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners, 
You would not make me ſuch an argument: 
But fare ye well, tis partly mine own fault, 
Which death or abſence ſoon ſhall remedy. 

I/. Stay, gentle 9 ; hear my excuſe; 

| ; : My 


1 
{ 2 
v 
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My love, my life, my ſoul, fair Helena ! 
Hel. O excellent ! 
Her. Sweet, do not ſcorn her ſo. 
Dem. If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. 
Lyſ. Thou canſt compel, no more than the entreat: 
Thy threats have no more ſtrength, than her weak 
Prayers. 
Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do; 
I ſwear, by that which I will loſe for thee, 
To prove him falſe, that ſays, I love thee not. 
Dem. I ſay, I love thee more than he can do. 
I/ If thou ſay ſo, withdraw and prove it too. 
Dem. Quick, come 
Her. Lyſander, whereto tends all this? 
Lyſ. Away, you Ethiope ! 6 
Dem. No, no, he'll ſeem 
To break away; take on as he would follow. 
But yet come not; you are a tame man, go. 
L;ſ*Hang off, thou cat, thou burr; vile thing, let 


looſe: 52 
Or I will ſhake thee from me, like a ſerpent. 
Her. Why are you grown ſo rude ? what change 
is this? 
Sweet love! | 
Ly}. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out; 
Out, loathed medicine: hated poiſon, hence. 

Her. Do you not jeſt? 

Hel. Yes, ſooth, and ſo do you. 

Lyſ. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 

Dem. I would, I had your bond; for, I perceive, 
A weak bond holds you; I'll not truſt your word. 

L/ What, ſhould I hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her 
dead? 5 5 
Although I hate her, I'll not hàrm her ſo. 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than hate? 
Hate me.: wherefore? O me! what news, my love? 
Am not I Hermia? are not you Lyſander ? 

I am as fair now. as I was ere-while. 


Since 


Let | 


I am 


At: 


ak | 
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ince 
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Since night, you lov'd me; yet, ſince night, you 


left me; 
Why then you left * — 0 the 1 forbid it!) 
In earneſt, ſhall I ſay] 

Ly/. Ay, by my life 

And never did-deire! to lee thee more. 
Therefore be out of hope, of queſtion, doubt ; 
Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jeſt; 

That I do hate thee, ang love Helena. 

Her. O me, you jugler; oh, you canker-bloſſom, 
You thief of love; what, have you come by night, 
And ftoll'n my love's heart from him? 

Hel. Fine, 1 faith! _.; 

Have you no modeſty, ng maiden ſhame, 

No touch of baſhfulneſs N what, will you tear 
Impatient anſwers from ny gentle tongue ? 
Fie, he, you counterfeit , you puppet, you. 

Her. Puppet! why, ſo: ay, that way goes the game, 
Now, I perceive, that the hath made compare 
Between our ſtatures; {he hath urg'd her height; 
And with her perſona; e, her tall perſonage, 

Her height, forſooth, de hath prevail'd with him. 
And are you grown ſ{ſothigh in his eſteem, 
Becauſe I am lo dwarlſh and low? 

How low am I; thou finted maypole? ſpeak, 
How low am I?I am not yet ſo low, 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 

Let her not hurt me: I was never curſt; 
I have no gift at all in, ſhrewiſhneſs; 
I am a right maid, fol“ my cowardice: 
Let her not ſtrike me. Xou, perhaps, may think, 
Becaule ſhe's ſomething le lower than myſelf, 
That I can match her. 0 
Her. Lower! hark, Youo 


Hel. Good Hermia, o not be ſo bitter with me z 
I evermore did love y@u, Hermaa, 
Did ever ** your En never wrong d you; 
x Save 
A 


"*s 
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Save that, in love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your ſtealth unto this wood: 
He follow d you, for love I follow d him, 


But he hath chid me hence, and threaten'd me 


To ſtrike me, ſpurn me, nay, to kill me too; 
And now, ſo you will let me. quiet go, 
To Athens will I bear my folly back, 
And follow you no further. Let me go. 
You ſee, how {imple and how fond I am. 
Her. Why, get you gone: who 1s't that hinders 
ou? 3 
Hel. A fooliſh heart, that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lyjander ? 
Hel. With Demetrius. 
Lyſ. Be not afraid, ſhe ſhall not harm thee, n 
Dem. No, Sir, ſhe ſhall not, though you take her part. 
Hel. O, when ſhe's angry, ſhe is keen and ſhrewd; 
She was a vixen, when ſhe went to ſchool ; 
And though ſhe be but little, ſhe is fierce. 


Her. Little, again? nothing but low, and little? 


Why will you ſuffer her to flout me thus; 
Let me come to her. 

Ly}. Get you gone. you dwarf, 
You Minimus, of hind ring knot-graſs made; 
You bead, you acorn. 

Dem. ou are too ofhcious. 
In her behalf that ſcorns your ſervices. 
Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 
Take not her part: for it thou doſt intend 
Never ſo little ſhew of _ to her, 


Thou ſhalt aby 1t 


Ly/. Now ſhe holds me not; 
Now follow, if thou dar'ſt; to try whoſe right, 


Or thine, or mine, 1s med in Helena, 
Dem. Follow? nay, I'll go with thee cheek by 301 
[ Exeunt Lylander and Demetrius. 

Her. You, miſtreſs, all this coil is long of you: 
Nay, go not back. 


Hel. 


d 
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Hel. I will not truſtgou, I; 
Nor longer ſtay in your curſt company. 
Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray; 
My legs are longer, though, to run away. 
| Ex" unt: Hermia purſuing Helena. 
by 
S CEN E VIII. 


| Enter 1 and Puck. 
rs 05. THIS is thy n&gligence: ſtill thou miſtak'R, 
1 Or elſe comin 'it thy knaveries willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King of ſhadows, I miſtook. 
Did not you tell me, I ſhould know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on? 
a. And fo far blameleſs proves my enterprize, 
rt. That I have 'nointed Fry ei s eyes; 
d; And ſo far am I glad t id ſo ſort, 
I As this their jangling eſteem a ſport. 
| 05. Thou ſeeſt, thè H lovers ſeek a place to fight; 
Y Hie therefore, Robin, Wercaſt the night; 
| The tarry-welkin covE thou anon 
With drooping fogs, & black as Acheron; 
And lead theſe teſty ri'fals fo aſtray, 
As one come not withia another's way. \ 
Like to. Lyſander, ſome; me, frame thy tongue, 
Then ſtir Demetrius up ith bitter wrong ; 
And ſometime rail thoz?, like Demetrius; 
And from each other, yok, thou lead thaw thus ; 
'Till o'er their brows : ath-counterfeiting ſleep _ 
With leaden legs anq; h Atty wings doth creep; 
Then cruſh this herb 406 Lyſander's eye, | 
Whoſe liquor hath hin ous property, 
To take from thence „ with its might; 
And make his eye balls roll with wonted light. 
wi. | When they next wake, all this derifion 
us. | Shall ſeem a dream, and fruitleſs viſion; 
And back to Athens ball the lovers wend 
With league, whoſef nale till death ſhall never end. 
Ael. Vor. I. 8 „ Wdhiles 
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Whiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I'll to my Queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I will her charmed eye releaſe 

From monſter's view, and all things ſhall be peace. 
Puck. My fairy Med this muſt be done with haſte, 

For night's ſwift dragons cut the clouds full faſt, 

And yonder ſhines Aurora's harbinger; 

At wheſe approach, ghoſts wandring here and there 
Troop home to church-yards; damned ſpirits all, 

That in croſs-ways and floods have burial, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone; 

For fear leſt day ſhould look their tſhames upon, 

They wilfully exile themſelves from light; | 

And muſt for aye conſort with black-hrow'd night. 
Ob. But we are ſpirits of another ſort; 

I with the morning-light have oft made ſport; 

And, like a foreſter, the groves may tread, 

Ev'n till the eaſtern gate, all hery-red, 

Opening on Neptune with far-bleſſing beams, 

Turns into yellow gold his ſalt-green ſtreams. 

But, notwithſtanding. haſte; make no delay; 

We may effect this buſineſs yet ere day. Exit Ob. 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, | 

I will lead them up and down: 

I am fear'd in held and town. 

Goblin, lead them upjand down. 


Here comes one. 
F 


Enter Lyſander. 
Lyſ/. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? uu thou 


now. 
Puck. Here, villain, drawn and r. Where art 
thou? 
Ly/. 1 will be with thee firaight. 
Puck. Follow me then. 


To plainer ground. Lyſ. goes out, as following Dem. 
| Enter 


. 
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* Enter Demetrius. 


Dem. Lyſandeſs ſpeak again; 
Thou run- away thou coward, art thou fled? 
Speak in ſome huſh uber doſt thou hide thy head? 
Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to the ſtars, 
Telling the buſhes that thou look'ſt for wars, 
And wilt not coſhe? come, recreant ; come, thou child, 
| Ill whip thee With a tod; he is defil d, 

That draws a 1 ord 1 
Dem. Yea, ant thou 
Puck. Follow py voce, we'll try no manhood here. 

Exeunt. 


„ comes back. 


Ly/. He goes, before. me, and ſtill dares me on; 
When I come Fhere [- e calls me, then he's gone. 
The villain 1s 75 17 hter-heel'd, than I: 

I follow'd faſt / but fe %er he did fly; 
That fall'n am}! i in d 


And here will eſt met 


k uneven way, 
Come, thou gentle day: 
[ | Lies down. 
For if but once thou ſtew me thy gray light, 
I'll find Demetrius, and revenge this ſpite. 
of 

Puck. Ho, hip, ho , coward, why com'ſt thou not? 

Dem. Abidt Lene: ifghou dar'ſt: for well I wot, 
Thou runn'ſt before me. ſhifting every place; 
And dar'ſt not ſtand, For look me in the face. < 
Where art thou ? 4 

Puck. Comeſthou hi her, Jam here. 

Dem. Nay, 8 than mock'ſt me; thou thalt buy 

* this de Y 


If ever I thy ce by di y-light ſee. | 
Now, go thy way; fai tneſs conſtraineth me 


To fo out my le! on this cold bed. 


By day's 5 85 loo; to be viſited. Lies down. 
4 4: SCENE 


N 


Ex: %. 1 
er Puck and Demetrius. 
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Enter Helena. 


Hel. () Weary night, O long and tedious night, 
Abate thy hours; ſhine, comforts, from 
| the Eaſt; 
That I may back to Athens by day-light, 
From theſe, that my poor company deteſt ; 
And ſleep, that ſometimes ſhuts up ſorrow's eye, F 
Steal me a while from mine own company. |Sleeps, 
Puck. Yet but three? come one more, 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
Here ſhe comes, curſt and ſad: 
Cupid is a knaviſh lad, 
Thus to make poor females mad. 
| Enter Hermia. 
Her. Never ſo weary, never ſo in woe, 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briars, 
I can no further crawl, no further go; 
My legs can keep no pace with my deſires: c 
Here will I reſt me, till the break of day. " 


Heav'ns ſhield Lyſander, if they mean a fray Fn down. ( 
Puck. On the ground 4 
Sleep ſound, Weg 
f ble. 

III apply = 
, rir 

To your eye, 

mue 


Gentle lover, remedy. 


[Squeezing the juice on Lyſander's eye. : wh 

When thou wak it, 7 
Thou tak'it "To 
True delight B 
In the fight ; 
pray 


Of thy former lady's eye; 
And the country proverb known, B 
That every man ſhould take his own, : 
In your waking ſhall be ſhown. 
Jack ſhall have Jill, naught ſhall go all, the £ 
The man ſhall have his mare again, and all be well. da 
[Exit Puck. r Jeep. 


* 4 
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act. Iv SCENE. I 


Continued, The WOOD, 


Enter Queen of ite Bottom, Fairies attending, and 
the King behind them. 


| 1 8 
OME, ; thee down upon this flow'ry bed, 
While thy ami 

And ſtick mu k-roſes in thy ſleek, ſmooth'd head ; 
And kiſs thy fair large ears, my gentle j joy. 


Bot. le Peaſebloſſ m? 


Peaſe. Reafdy. 
Bot. Scrat%h my head, Peaſebloſſom. Where's mon- 
} 


eur Cobweb \* 

Cob. Ready 

Bot. — © Cohweb good monſieur, get your 
weapons in your hand, Ind kill me a red-hipt hum- 
ble-bee on the top of a qhiſtle; and, good monſieur, 
bring me thg? oney-bags Do not fret yourſelf too 
much in the äction, moßpeur; and, good monſieur, 
have a care, the honey-fag break not; I ſhould be 
loth to have vou over-flawn with a honey-bag, hg- 
nior. Where's monſieur e : 


Muſt. Ready. | 

Bot. Give pe thy A afe, monſieur Muſtardſeed ; 
pray you, 4 your cu "0 good monheur. 

Mujt. Wh your wi 


Bot. Nothif g. 5 lageur, but to help Cava- 
lero Cobweb to (cratch. uſt to the barber's, mon- 
feur ; for, methinks, I a'n marvellous hairy about 
the face. Am I am ſuch a tender aſs, if my hair 
Il. doth but tickle me, I mul ſcratch. 
P. #Neafe, (1 * for Fiſt. 


G 3 


Mr. Pope. 
Queen. 


. oy 
- * 
* 


ieee 


126 A Midſummer-Nights Dream. 


Queen. What, wilt thou hear ſome muſic, my 
ſweet love? 

Bot. IJ have a reaſonable good ear in muſic; let 
us have the tongs and hones. 


Rural Muſic, Tongs. &c. | 


Queen. Or ſay, ſweet love, what thou deſir'ſt to eat. 
Bot. Truly, a peck of provender; I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great de- 
lire to a bottle of hay: good hay, ſweet hay hath 
-no- fellow... - | 
ueen. I have a venturous Fairy that ſhall ſeek 
The ſquirrel's hoard, and fetch thee thence new nuts, 
Bot. I had rather have a handful or two of dried 
peaſe. But, I pray you, let none of your people 
ſtir me; Ihave an expoſition of ſleep come upon me. 


Queen. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my d 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away: arms; 
So doth the woodbine, the ſweet honey-ſuckle, A 
Gently entwilt the Maple; Ivy ſo 
Enrings the barky fingers of the Elm. 
O, how I love thee! how I doat on thee! 0 
Enter Puck. 71 
Ob. Welcome, good Robin; Seeſt thou this ſweet T! 
light? 
Her dotage now I do begin to pity; 
For, meeting her of late behind the wood, 
Seeking ſweet ſavours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her; 
For ſhe his hairy temples then had rounded 
With coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers; 
And that ſame dew, which ſometime on the buds An 
Was wont to ſwell, like round and orient pearls; . 
( 


Stood now within the pretty flouriet's eyes, 
Like tears that did their own diſgrace bewail. 
When I had at my pleaſure taunted her, 
And ſhe in mild terms begg'd my patience, 


Wine, ©” 


et 


And thi 
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I then dig aſk of her er changeling child, 
Which ſtgait ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent 


To bear Him to my bpwer in Fairy-land. 


And 10 have the Boy, I will undo 
This hatétul imperfection of her eyes: 

And. gene Puck, tak this transformed ſcalp 
From oll de head of t is Athenian ſwain; 


That he. { waking, 50 the others do, 


May all w Athens backfagain repair; 


no more offthis night's accidents, 
But as the fierce * of a dream. 
But, firſts: I will releaſe the Fairy Queen; 
BY as thou waſt wont to be ; 
Se, as thou waſtwont to ſee : 
Di in's bud o'er Gupid's flower 
Hath ſuch force ef ed power. 
Now, 1 aa nf. {weet Queen. 


Queen. My Oberon ! what viſions have I ſeen ! 
Methought, I was enamour'd of an als. 
0b. There hes your love. 
ueen. How came theſe things to paſs ? 
Oh, how! Line eyes do\loath this viſage now! | 
0b. Sil nce, a while,; Robin, take off his head; 
Titania, muſic call; and firike more dead 
Than common ſleep of All theſe five the ſenſe. 
Queen. Muhc, ho! maſic; ; ſuch as charmeth 


ſleep 
| Still Muſic. 
Puck. When thou aK it, with thine own fool's 
eyes jeep. | 
0b. So nd, Muſie ; ' come, my Queen, take hand 
with m 
And rock Nh ground 3 theſe ſleepers be. 
Now thou ind I are new in amity; 
And will to- morrow midnight ſolemnly 
Dance in Duke Tjeſeus' houſe triumphantly, 
And bleſs it to all far poſterity : 
There ſh: theſe pairs of faithful lovers be 
1 4 Wedded, 
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Wedded, with T keſeus, all in jollity. 

Puck, Fairy King, attend and mark ; 
I do hear the morning lark. 

Ob. Then, my Queen, in ſilence ſad; 
Trip we aſter the night's ſhade ; 
We the globe can compaſs ſoon, 
Swifter than the wand'ring moon. 

Queen. Come, my lord, and in our flight 
Tell me how it came this night, 
That I ſleeping here was found, [Sleepers lie ſlill, 
With theſe mortals on the ground. [ Exeunt. 

[Wind horns within. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Theſeus, Egeus, Hippolita, and all his Train. 


T he. O one of you, find out the foreſter, 
For now our obſervation is perform'd, 

And ſince we have the vaward of the day, 
My love fhall hear the muſic of my hounds. 
Uncouple in the weſtern valley, go, 
Diſpatch, I fay, and find the foreſter. 
We will, fair Queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the muſical confuſion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta ; never did I hear 
Such gallant chiding. For beſides the groves, 
*The ſkies, the fountains, ev'ry region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry. I never heard 
So muſical a diſcord, ſuch ſweet thunder. 

T heſ. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded, and their heads are hung 
With ears that ſweep away the morning dew ; 


* 


* The ſkies, the Fountains, |-—"Tis believed the true Reading 1s 


Mountains. 
Crook 


kn — 1 


18 


k- 


| Crook-kfee'd, and dew-lap'd, like Theſſalian bylls 3 ; 


And chis . Vander, t hi 


But ſpeaks 


* 
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Slow in purſuit, but match'd in mouth like bells, 

Each under each. A ry more tuneable 

Was never hallo'd to,'*1or cheer'd with horn, 

In Creet, ip Sparta, nol in Theſſaly: 

Judge, when you hear. But ſoſt, what nymphs are 
theſe? 

7 lord, this ig my daughter here aſleep, 

Demetrius is, 

This Hele a, old Nedar,s Helena; 

I wonder it their being here together. 

Tag. No doubt, they roſe up early to obſerve 
The Rite of May; and, hearing our intent, < 
Came herg1n grace of our Solemnity. 
| Egeus, is not this the day, 

That Hermia ſhould give anſwer of her choice? 

Ege. It %, my lord. 

Theſ. Ge bid the huntſmen wake thent with their 

hoins. ; 


Ege. 


Horns, and ſhout ** ; -eimerrias, Lyſander, Hermia, 
and Helena, wake and ſtart up. 


Begin theſ&wood-birds'but to couple now ? 
Lyſ. Pardon, my lord. 
Theſ. I ph ay you all, 
I know, yqu two are riy | 
How comes this gentle concord in the world, 
That hatred is fo far from jealouſy, 
To ſleep by nate, and fear no enmity? 
L/. My lord, I ſhall reply amazedly, 
Half ſleep, balf Aut e But as yet, I ſwear, 
I cannot tru y how 5 came here: 
But as I think, 774 truly would I ſpeak,) 
And now I eo bethink me, ſo it is; 
I came with Hermia hither. Our i intent 
Was to be obne from Athens, where we might be 
Without the, {peril of th' Athenian law. 15 
; HT 5 Ege. 


T heſ. ith morrow, friends; Saint Falentine is paſt: 


4 

U 
1 
I! 
| 
'L 
1 

f 
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Ege. Enough, enough; my lord, you have enough; 


I beg the law. the law upon his head: 


They would have ſtoll'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me; 


You, of your wife; and me, of my conſent; 
Of my conſent, that ſhe ſhould be your wife. 


Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their ſtealth, 


Of this their purpole hither to this wood; 
And I in fury hither follow'd them; 


Fair Helena in fancy following me, 


But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 


But by ſome power it 1s, my love to Hermia 
Is melted as the ſnow; ſeems to me now 
As the remembance of an idle gaude, 
Which in my childhood I did doat upon: 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 
The object and the pleaſure of mine eye, 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 
Was I betrothed ere I Hermia . 
But like a ſickneſs did I loath this food; 
But, as in health, come to my natural taſle. 
Now do I wiſh it, love it, long for it; 
And will for ever more be true to it. 

Theſ. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met: 
Of this diſcourſe we ſhall hear more anon. 


Egeus, I will over-bear your will; 


For in the temple, by and by with us, 
Theſe couples ſhall eternally be knit ; 
And for the morning now 1s ſomething worn, 


Our purpos'd hunting ſhall be ſet alide. 


Away, with us to Athens; three and three, 
We'll hold a feaſt in great ſolemnity. 


Come, Hippolita, | Exeunt Duke, Hippolita and Train. 
Dem.Thele things ſeem ſmall and undiſtinguiſhable, 


Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 


Hier. Methinks, I ſee theſe things with parted Eye; 
When every thing ſeems double, 


Hel. So methinks; j 


4 ! | 
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And I have found Hemetrius like a Gemell, 
Mine own Hand not mine own. Pray 
Dem. It ems to me, 
That yet We ſleep, we dream. Do not you think, 
The Duke, vas here, xd bid us follow him? 
Her. Yea and my ther. 
Hel. And Hippolita.* 
 Lyſ. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 
Dem. Why then, wh are awake; let's follow him; 
And, by thg way, let v3 recount our dreams. Exeunt. 


$SCENE II. 


2 they go Gut, Bottom wakes. 


HEN my cue comes, call me, and I will 
F anſwer. My next is, Moſt fair Pyramus 
—hey, ho Peter Qui ce, Hute the bellows- mender! 
Snowt the inker! St poling? god's my life! ſtoll'n 

hence, and left me ai eep? I have had a moſt rare 
viſion. I had a dreagg, paſt the wit of man to ſay 
what dream it was: nMn is butan aſs, if he go about 
to expound this dream, Methought I was, there is 
no man canztell what. Methought I was, and me- 
thought I Had. —But man is but a patch' d fool, if 
he will offe No ſay what methought I had. The eye 
of man hat 2 not FT: the ear of man hath not 


Bot. 


* And 1 avi nd Demetrit ; (ike a jewel, 

Mine cum nd not mine 0g. | Hermia had obſerved that Things: 
appeared doublg to her. He replies, ſo methinks; and then ſub- 
joins, that Deuetrius was. likg a Jewel, her own and not her own. 
He is here, the'\ compared tc ſomething which had the Property of 


appearing to b one ehr n it was another. Not the Property 


ſure of a Jewel: Or, WH, of none but a falſe one: There- 
fore we ſhould 1:ad, : 

And I have found Demetriuf like a Gemell, 

Mine own, and not mine 0 = From Gemellus a Twin. For De- 
metrius had that Night aged two ſuch different Parts, 'that ſhe could 
hardly think them both played by one and the ſame Demetrius; but 
that there were Twin Demetris y's like the two Socids in the Farce. 


Þ& G 6 ſeen; 


— o 
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ſeen; man's hand is not able to taſfe, his tongue to 
conceive, nor his heart to report what my dream 
was. TI will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this 
dream; it ſhall be call'd Bottom's Dream, becauſe it 


hath no bottom; and I will ſing it in the latter end of 


a play before the Duke; peradventure, to make it the 


more gracious, I ſhall ſing it“ after death. 


SCENE IV. 


Changes to the To 


Enter Quince, Flute, Snowt, and Sterveling. 


Quin. AVE you ſent to Bottom's houle? is he 
come home yet? 

Star. He cannot be heard of. 

is tranſported. | 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marrd. It 


goes not forward, doth it? 


uin. It is not poſſible; you have not a man, in 

all Athens, able to diſcharge Pyramus, but he. 

Flu. No, he hath imply the beſt wit of any handy- 
craft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the beſt perſon too; and he 1 is a 
very paramour for a ſweet voice. 

Hu. You muſt ſay, paragon; a paramour 1s.(God 
bleſs us !) a thing of naught. 


* I ſhall fing it at her death.] At izr Death? At whoſe ? In all 
Boltom's Speech there is not the leaſt Mention of any She-creature, 
to whom this Relative can be coupled: Therefore it cannot be 
ſcrupled, but Bottom, for the Sake of a Jeſt, and to render his Vo- 
luntary, as we may call it, the more gracious and extraordinary, 
ſaid; — 1 ſhall ſeng it aſter Death. He, as Pyramus, is killed upon 
the Scene; and ſo might promiſe to riſe again at the Concluſion of 
the Interlude, and give the Duke his Dream by way of Song. —The 
Source of the Corruption of the Text is very obvious. — The / in after 
being ſunk by the vulgar Pronunciation, the Copyiſt might write it 
from the Sound—a'ter ; which ſome Editors not underſtanding, con- 
cluded, two Words were erroneoully got together; fo, ſplitting them, 
and clapping in an i, produced this Reading, — at her. 

Enter 


- 
Out of doubt, he 
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: 
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' 
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rs, the uke is coming from the tem- 
ple, and there is two, r three lords and ladies more 
married; if Fur ſport] ad gone forward, we had all 
been made ren. J. 

Hu. O ſwe'\t bully Bottom! thus hath he loſt ſix- 
pence a- day d ring His life: he could not have 'ſcap'd 
ſix-pence a-day; an tlie Duke had not given him 
ſix- pence a- day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hang'd: 
he would have deſery' c it. Six-pence a-day, in Py- 
ramus, Or nothing. 


b. er Snug 
Snug. Maſte 


Oy 


þ Engr Bottom: 
Bot. Wher@are theſ&ylads? where are theſe hearts? 
Quin. Bolton ON oſt courageous day! O moſt 


happy hour! 5 
Bot. Maſters I am to diſcourſe wonders, but 4 


me not what; for if 1 tell you, I am no true Athenian. 


I will tell you every thing as it fell out. 

Quin, Let us hear. ſweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me; all I will tell you is, that 
the Duke hatin. Get your apparel together, 
good firings &© your er new ribbons to your 
pumps; meet tpreſently at the palace, every man 
look o'er his irt; for the ſhort and the long is, our 
play is prefert' I: in any caſe, let T liſby have clean 
linen; and let mot him. that plays the lion, pare 
his nails, for thy {hall ang out for the lion's claws; 
and, moſt her fu! eat no onions, nor garlic, 
for we are to ufſter ſwe breath; and I do not doubt 
to hear them Hy, it 1, a moſt ſweet comedy. No 
more words; ind 8. away. Exeunt. 


1 


. _— 


= 
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"Te PALACE. 
Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Egeus, and his Lords. 


HireoOLli1T aA. 


Hls ſtrange, my Theſeus, what theſe lovers ſpeak of. 
' Theſ. More ſtrange than true. I never may 
believe | | 

Theſe antic fables, nor theſe fairy toys; 

Lovers and madmen have ſuch ſeething brains, 

Such ſhaping fantaſies, that apprehend 

More than cool reaſon ever comprehends. 

The lunatic, the lover, and the. poet, 

Are of imagination all compact: 

One ſees more devils than vaſt hell can hold; 

The madman. While the lover, all as frantic, 

Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt. 

The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rowling, 

Doth glance from heav'n to earth, from earth to 
heav'n; 

And, as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to ſhape, and gives to aiery nothing 

A local habitation and a name. 

Such tricks hath ſtrong imagination, 

That if it would but apprehend ſome joy, 

It comprehends ſome bringer of that joy; 

Or in the night imagining ſome fear, 

How ealy is a buſh ſuppos'd a bear? 

Hip. But all the ſtory of the night told over, 
And all their minds transfigur'd ſo together, 
More witneſſeth than fancy's images, 

And grows to ſomething of great conſtancy ; 

But, howloever, ſtrange and admirable. 
| Enter 


„ 
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Enter Lyſand er, D metrius, Hermia and Helena. 


Theſ. Here gome tie lovers, full of joy and mirth. 
Joy, gentle friends joy and freſh days of love 
Accompany yp9ur h@@rts. | 

Ly/. More tan torus, | 
Wait on ee your board, your bed. 

Theſ. Come now, what maſks, what dances ſhall 


we have, | 
To wear away this Ipng age of three hours, 
Between our after-ſupper and bed- time? 
Where 1s our uſual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in Knd ? 18 there no play, 
To eaſe the anguiſh of a torturing hour? 
Call Phuloſtrate.*; 


| 5 Sp IO 
Philoſt. Here, mighty Theſeus. 
Theſ. Say, waat 3 have you for this 
eveniig? #ﬀ n 
What maſque? whafamulic? how ſhall we beguile 
The lazy time, 1 2 vith ſome delight? 
Philoſt. There is a brief, how many ſports are ripe: 
Make choice off vhich your Highnels will ſee firſt. 
Tr bg Giving a Paper. 
Theſ. reads.] T he b tile with the Centaurs, to be ſung 
By an Athenian,eunu® to the harp. 
We'll none of that hat I have told my love, 
In glory of my kinſnùn Hercules. | 
The riot of HEN Batphanals, 
Tearing the Th Acian ger in their rage. 
That is an ol devic&' and it was plaid, 
When I froh 2 ame laſt a conqueror. 
The thrice tun Muſes n urning for the death 
Of learning, late decea$:1 in beggary. 
That is ſome ſatyr, KC n and critical; 
Not ſorting with a nugtial ceremony. 
A tedious brief ſcene ng Pyramus, 


And 


- 


* 
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And his love Thiſhe; very tragical mirth. 
* Merry and tragical? tedious and brief? 


That is, hot Ice; a wondrous ſtrange Shew. 
How ſhall we find the concord of this diſcord? 


Philoſt. A play PR my lord, ſome ten words ou 
lon | | | 
Which + as brief as I have known a play; — 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long; 917 
Which makes it tedious: for in all the play T 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 7 
And tragical. m ble lord, it i Py 
gica y no 0 pt NI. 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himſelf. Th 
Which, when I ſaw rehears'd, I muſt confeſs, A 
Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears No 
The paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. 00 
T heſ. What are they, that do play it? a 
Pliloſt. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens here, J W 
Which never labour'd in their minds till now; Of 


And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories | 

With this fame play againſt your nuptials. 2 
Theſ. And we will hear it. 25 
Fhiloſt. No, my noble lord, 

It is not for you. I have heard it over, ] 

And it 1s nothing, nothing in the world; p 

' Unleſs you can find ſport in their intents, i 

Extremely ſtretch d and conn'd with cruel pain, 

To do you ſervice. 


Tlieſ. 1 will hear that play: 


For never any thing can be amiſs, 


When ſimpleneſs and duty tender it. Fro 
Go, bring them in, and take your places, ladies. 

[ Exit. Phil. Bu 

Hip. I love not to ſee wretchedneſs o'ercharg'd, l 

And duty in his ſervice periſhing. bo 

* Merry and tragical? tedious and brief? Ou 

That is hot ke, and wondrous ffrange Snow. ] The nonſenſe of the 1 


laſt Line ſhould be corrected thus, 
That is, hot Ice, a wondrous ſtrange ſhew !. 


Theſ.. 
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Theſ. Why, gentle ſweet, you ſhall ſee no ſuch 
thing. 
Hip. He ſays, hey can do nothing i in this kind. 
Theſ. The kijider we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 
Our ſport ſhall be, td take what they miſtake; 
And what poor (will) ng) duty cannot do, 
Noble reſped takes ith might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purpoſed 


To greet me 0 editated welcomes; 


Where I have ſegn them ſhiver and look pale, 
Make periods infthe midſt of ſentences, 
Throttle their ptaQigd accent in their fears, 
And, in concluſion, umbly have broke off, 
Not paying me 2 weltome. Truſt me, ſweet, 
Out of this ſilente yet I pick d a welcome: 


And in the l. of fearful duty 


| I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of ſaucy and a aciſ us eloquence. 
Love therefore, ind t '\Ngue- ty d ſimplicity, 


In leaſt ſpeak mal. t my capacity. 
* Philoſtrate. 


Phil. So pleaſeg | Grace, the prologue is addreſt. 
Theſ. Let him fe Fach. | Hor. Trum. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Qui ice, for the prologue. 
Pro. T we — it .s with our good will. 
That y 0 d think, we come not to offend, 
But with 3 will. To e our ſimple 1{kill, 
That is the tre bepi 


inning of our end. 
Conlider then, vie c@ne but in deſpight. 
We do not co ne. 


minding to content you, 
Our true intent'is.—all for your delight, [you, 
e We are not ere. —that you ſhould here repent 


The 


138 AM idfummer-Night's Dream. 


The actors are at hand;—and by their ſhow, 
You ſhall know all, that you are hike to know. 
Tie This fellow doth not ſtand upon points. 
Ly. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt; 
he knows not the ſtop. A good moral, my lord. It 
is not enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. 
Hip. Indeed he hath play'd on his prologue, like 
a child on the recorder; a ſound, but not in go- 
vernment. . 
Tu. His ſpeech was like a tangled chain; nothing 
impair'd, but all diſorder'd. Who is the next? 


Enter Pyramus, and Thilbe, Wall. Moonſhine, and 
Lion, as in dumb ſhew. 


Pro. Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this ſhow, 
But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 
This beauteous lady Thiſbe is, certain. 
This man, with lime and rough-caſt, doth preſent 
Wall, the vile wall, which did theſe lovers ſunder: 
_ And through wall's chink, pour ſouls, they are con- 
tent | 
To whiſper, at the which let no man wonder. 
This man, with lanthorn, dog. and buſh of thorn, 
Preſenteth moon-ſhine : For, if you will know, 
By moon-ſhine did theſe lovers think no ſcorn 
To meet at Ninus' Tomb, there, there to woo. 
This griſly beaſt, which by name Lion hight, 
The truſty Thiſbe, coming firſt by night, 
Did ſcare away, or rather did affright: 
| And as ſhe fled, her mantle ſhe let fall; 
Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did ſtain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, ſweet youth and tall, 
And finds his truſty Thiſbe's mantle lain; 
Whereat, with blade. with bloody blametul blade 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody breaſt. 
And T hiſbe, tarrying in the mulberry ſhade, 


His dagger drew, and died. For all the reſt, 
Let 


* 


— 


2222222 — 


1 


Let Lion, Moon-ſhine 
At large e b. I here they do remain. 
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Vall, and lovers twain, 


* 


Exeunt all but Wall. 
Thef. I 1 if the Lion be to ſpeak. 
Dem. No wonder, my lord; one Lion may, when 
many alles do. #1 4 
Wall. In this fame Interlude, it doth befall, 
That I, one Snout b name, preſent a — 
And ** a wall, as would have you think, 
That had in it a crahnied hole or chink ; 
Through which the Jovers, Pyr'mus and T hiſbe, 
Did whiſper often y.ry ſecretly. 
ihis loam, this rout h- caſt, and this ſtone doth ſhew, 
That I am that ſam? *wall; the truth is ſo. 
And this the crannflis, right and ſiniſter, 
Through which the“ arful lovers are to whiſper. 
Theſ. Would You, deſire lime and hair to ſpeak 
better? 


Dem. It is the wit 
diſcourſe, my lord. 2 
T heſ. Pyramus d\a s near the wall: ſilence! 
Enter Pyramus. 
Pyr. O xrim-lÞ1'g night! O night with hue ſo 
black! 
O night which * art, when day is not! 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
I fear my Thiſte's promiſe is forgot, 
And thou, O wall, O {weet and lovely wall, 
That ſtands betzveen her father's ground and mine; 


ſt partition, that ever I heard 


Thou wall, O wall, & ſweet and lovely wall, [eyne. 


Shew me thy chi ik, to blink through with mine 
Thanks, courteofis 1 2 * ſhield thee well for 
this! 
But what ſee 12 hin, do I ſee. 
O wicked wall, throSh whom I ſee no bliſs; 
Curſt be thy ſtones for thus deceiving me! 
Theſ. The wall, OED being ſenſible, ſhould 


curſe again. 


* 


Pyr. 
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r. No, in truth, Sir, he ſhould not. Decetving 


me, is Thiſby's cue; ſhe is to enter, and I am to ſpy 


her through the wall. You ſhall fee, it will fall pat 
as I told you. Yonder ſhe comes. 


Enter Thiſbe. 


Thiſ. O wall, full often haſt thou heard my moans, 
For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 
My cherry lips have often kiſs'd thy flones: 
Thy ſtones with lime and hair knit up in thee. 
Pyr. I ſee a voice; now will I to the chink; 
To ſpy, an I can hear my Thiſte's face. 


Thiſbe ! 


Thiſ. My love! thou art, my love, I think. 
Pyr. Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace. 


And like Limander am I truſty {till. 


Thiſ. And I like Helen, till the fates me kill. 
Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus was ſo true: 
Thiſ. As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you. 
Pyr. O kiſs me through the hole of this vile wall. 
Thiſ. I kiſs the wall's hole, not your lips at all. 
Pyr. Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me ſtraight- 
way ? | 
Thiſ. Tide life, tide death, I come without delay. 
Wall. Thus have I Mall my part diſcharged ſo: 
And, being done, thus Wall away doth go. Exit. 
Theſ. Now is the Mural down between the two 
neighbours. 
Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are ſo wil- 
ful to rear without warning. _ | 
Hip. This is the ſillieſt ſtuff that e'er I heard. 
Theſ. The beſt in this kind are but ſhadows; and 
the worſt are no worſe, if imagination amend them. 
Hip. It, muſt be your imagination then, and not 
theirs. | | 
Tleſ. If we imagine no worle of them than they 
of themſelves, they may paſs for excellent men. 
Here come two noble beaſts in a man and a lion. 
Enter 
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Enter Lion and Moonſhine. 


Lion. You, ladies, you, whole gentle hearts do fear 
The ſmalleſt monſtrous mouſe that creeps on floor, 


May now, 3 both quake and tremble here, 


When Lion rough in wildeſt rage doth roar. 
Then know that I, bne Snug the joiner, am 
No Lion fell, nor el e no Lion's dam: 
For if I ſhould as ion come in ſtrife 
Into this place, 'twere pity of my life. 

Theſ. A very gentle beaſt, and of a goodconſcience. 

Dem.. The very i, a a beaſt, my lord, that e'er 
I ſaw. 

Lyſ. This Lion is 1 very fox for his valour. 

Tag. True; and a gooſe for his diſcretion. 

Dem. Not ſo, y lord; for his valour cannot carry 
his diſcretion, (and the fax carries the gooſe. 

Thef. His diſcretion, I am ſure, cannot carry his 


valour; for the gooſe carries not the fox. It is well; 


leave it to his dilcref: ion, and let us hearken to the 
moon. 

Moon. Thislanthory doth the horned moon preſent. 

Dem. He ſhould have, worn the horns on his head. 
. Theſ. He is no treſcent, and his horns are inviſible 
within the een 

Moon. This lanthorg.doth the horned moon preſent: 
Myſelf the man i Freon. doth ſeem to be. 

Theſ. This is the gryatelt error of all the reſt ; the 
man ould be put into the. lanthorn: how is it elſe 
the man i'th' moon? 


Dem. He dares not come there for the candle; for 


you ſee, it is already in Inuff. 


Hip. I am weary of this moon; would, he would 
change ! 


Thef. It appeary by 1 ſmall light of diſcretion, 


that he is in the wane; qe yetin counely, i in 1 all rea- 
lon, we mult ſtay the tim 
Lyſ Proceed, Mon. 
Moon. All that I bare to ſay, is to tell you that 
the lanthorn is the moor; I, the man in the moon; 
this 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
: 
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this thorn-buſh, my thorn-buſh; and this dog, my 
dog. | 

Dem. Why, all theſe ſhould be in the lanthorn ; for 
they are in the moon. But, ſilence; here comesThi/be, 


Enter Thiſbe. 
Thiſ. This is old Ninny's tomb; where is my love? | 
Lion. Oh. [The Lion roars, TIhiſbe runs off. 5 
Dem. Well roar'd, Lion. | | 
Theſ. Well run, Tube. N 
Hip. Well ſhone, Moon. | 0 | 


Truly, the Moon ſhines with a good grace. 
Theſ. Well mouz'd, Lion. | 
Dem. And then came Pyramus. 
Ly/. And ſo the Lion vaniſh'd. 


Enter Pyramus. | 
Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy ſunny 


beams; | 
I thank thee, Moon, for ſhining now ſo bright; 
For by thy gracious, golden, glittering ſtreams, 
I truſt to taſte of trueſt T hi/be's fight. 
But ſtay: O ſpight! 
But mark, poor Knight, 
What dreadful dole is here? 
Eyes, do you lee! 
How can it be! 
O dainty duck! O deer! 
Thy mantle good, | | 
What, ſtain'd with blood! 
Approach, you furies fell : 
O fates ! come, come: 
Cut thread and thrum; 
Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell. 
Thef. This paſſion, and the death of a dear friend 
Would go near to make a man look ſad. 
Hip. Beſhrew my heart. but I pity the man. 
Pyr. O wherefore, nature, didit thou Lions frame? 
Since 
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Since Lion vile hath here deflouer'd my dear: 
Which is —no, no— which was the faireſt dame, 
That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik d, that look'd with 
cheer. > 
Come tears. confound: out ſword, and We 
The pap of Pyramus. 
Ay. that left pap, where heart doth bop: 
Thus die I, thus. thus. thus. 
Now am I dead, nowkm I fled, my ſoul is in the ſky; 
Tongue, loſe thy light: moon, take thy flight; 
Now die, die, die, dit, Cie. Dies. 
Dem. No die, bat a ace, for him; for he is but one. 
Ly/. Leſs than an Acey man; wr he 1 is dead; he 1 18 
nothing. 
Thef. With the help ofa PO he might yet re- 
cover, and prove an als.” - 
Hip. How chance the. Moonſhine is gone, before 
Y Thiſbe comes back and fi. ds her lover? 1 


ee 
Theſ. She will find hinfby ſtar-light. 
Here ſhe comes; and her paſſion ends the Play. 


. 


Hip. Methinks, ſhe fHould not uſe a long one for 

ſuch a Pyramus : I hop, the will be brief. 
Dem. A moth will tiirw the ballance, which Pyra- 

nus, which Thiſbe, is the. Fetter. [eyes. 
Lyſ. She hath ſpy'd hin already with thoſe ſweet 
Dem. And thus ihe mo3ns, videlicet. 
Thiſ. Aſleep, my love? 

What dead, my dove? 13 . 

O Pyramus, ariſe: 

Speak, ſpeak. Quite abe 

Dead, dead? a tomb 4 4 

Muſt cover thy ſweet e) 1 

nd WTheſe lilly brows, { | 

This cherry noſe, = 

Theſe yellow cowſlip checks, 

Are gone, are gone: } 


me? 
ince | Ex > 26! Lovers, 
P! o 
[ 


A I 1 
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Lovers, make moan ! 

His eyes were green as leeks. 

O liſters three, , 

Come, come to me, 

With hands as pale as milk; 

Lave them in gore, 

Since you have ſhore - 

With ſhears his thread of ſilk. 

Tongue, not a word : 

Come, truſty ſword; 

Come, blade, my breaſt imbrue: 

And farewel, friends, 

Thus Thiſbe ends; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. Dies. 
Theſ. Moonſhine and Lion are left to bury the dead. 
Dem. Ay. and Wall too. 

Bot. No, I aſſure you, the wall is down that parted 
their fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the epilogue, 
or to hear a ome dance, between two of our 
company ? | 

Theſ. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play 
needs no excuſe. Never excuſe; for when the players 
are all dead, there need none to be blam'd. Marry, 
if he, that writ it, had play'd Pyramus, and hung 
himſelf in Thi/be's garter it would have been a fine 
tragedy: and ſo it is, truly, and very notably dif- 
charg d. But come, your bergomaik ; let your Epi- 
logue alone. 
| Here a dance of Clowns, 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 
Lovers, to bed; 'tis almoſt Fairy time. 

I fear, we ſhall out- ſleep the coming morn, 

As much as we this night have over-watch'd. 

This palpable groſs Play hath well beguil'd 

The heavy gate of night. Sweet friends, to bed. 

A fortnight hold we this ſolemnity, 

In nightly revel and new jollity. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


- Puck. 
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gry Hon roars, 
If behowls the moon: 
Whilſt the heavy p owman ſnoars, 

All with weary tak fore-done.' 
Now the waſted brands do glow, 

Whilſt the ſcritch-owl, ſcritching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a ſhroud. 


ies. Now 1t is the time fn zht, 
ad. That the graves, Al «; aping wide, 
Every one lets fortlf ＋. 
rted In the church-wa y paths to glide; 
zue, And we Fairies, that do run - 
our By the triple Hecate's team, 
From the preſence of the ſun, 
lay Following darknafs like a dream, 
yers Now are frolic; nota n ouſe | 
rry, © Shall diſturb this INtlogwd houſe: 
ung I am ſent with broon bore, 
fine To ſweep the duſt behind the door. 
85 Enter Ring and Queen of Faries, with their train. 
O5. Through thiszhouſe give glimmering light. 
n!. By the dead and Arow y fire, 
Every elf, and fair Ip ri 4 
Hop as light as Fir | i brier; 
And this ditty after me 
Sing, and dance it ttippingly. 
Queen. Firſt rehearſe this ſong by roat; 
d. Io each word a warþling note. 
Hand in hand, wit fairy grace, 
cunt. Will we ſing and blel s this place. 
NE Vol. I. 16 * The 
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Now until the break of day, 
Through this houſe each Fairy ſiray. 
To the beſt bride-bed will we, 
Which by us ſhall bleſſed be : 
And the iſſue, there create, 
Ever ſhall be fortunate ; 
So ſhall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be: 
| And the blots of nature's hand 
| Shall not in their iſſue ſland; 
| Vever mole, hair-lip, nor ſcar, 
| * Nor mark prodigious, ſuch as are 
Deſhiſed in nativity, 
Shall upon their children be. 
With this field-dew conſecrate, 6 
Every Fairy take his gate, 
And each ſeveral chamber bleſs, 
Through this palace, with ſweet peace. 
Ever fhall it ſafely reſt, 
And the owner of it bleſt. 
Trip away, make no flay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 
Puck. If we ſhadows have offended, 
Think but this. and all is mended; 
That you have but ſlumbred here, 
While theſe vihons did appear. 
And this weak and idle theam 
No more yielding but a dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend ; 
If you pardon, we will mend. TOY 
And as I am honeſt Puck, 
If we have unearned luck 
Now to ſcape the ſerpent's tongue, 
We will make amends ere long: ' 
Elſe the Puck a liar call : 5 = 
So, good night unto you all. 
Give me your hands, if we be friends ; 
And Robin ſhall reſtore amends, Exeunt omn. 
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DUKE of Milan, Father to Silvia. 
decoy 4 the two Gentlemen. 

rotheus, 
Anthonio, Father to Protheus. 

urio, a fooliſh Rival to Valentine. 
Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in her Eſcape. 
\_ Hoſt, where Julia lodges in Milan. 

Out-laws. 
Speed, a clouniſi Servant to Valentine. 
Launce. the like to Protheus. 
Panthion, Servant to Anthonio. 
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Julia, a Lady of Verona, beloved of Protheus. 

Silvia, the Dukg of Milan's Daughter, beloved of Valen. 
tine. 

Lucetta, Waiting-woman to Julia. 


: Wer' 
Io tt 
The SCENE, ſometimes in Verona; ſometimes i | rath 


Milan; and on the Frontiers of Mantua. : 5 ſe, 
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Ener Valentine &-d Protheus. 


f 3 

| ( EASE t > perſuade; my loving Protheus; 

; His kebotein youth have ever homely wits; 

Wor't not, affgction chains thy tender days 

Io the ſweet Fare of thy honour'd love, 
ü | rather woulſl intreat thy co npany, 
Io ſce the wa iders of the we 1d abroad; 
Than lining e ſluggardiz i at home) 
Wear out thy, youth with 1 5 idleneſs. 
But ſince thou lov'it, love ſtilf and thrive therein; 
| Evin as I would, when I to love begin. 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? fect Je Valentine, adieu; 
Think on thy Srotheus, when thou, haply, ſeeſt 
Some rare n worthy objed in thy travel: 

11.58 ith me partaker in thy hap! inels, 
When thou dvft meet good h p; and in thy danger, 
* ever ange do environ Ws 
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Commend thy Grievance to my holy prayer; 
For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine. 


Val. And on a love-book pray for my ſucceſs. 
Pro. Upon ſome book I love, I'll pray for thee. 
Val. That's on ſome ſhallow ſtory of deep love, 


How young Leander croſs'd the Helleſhont. 
Pro. That's a deep ſtory of a deeper love; 
For he was more than over ſhoes in love. 


Val. "Tis true; for you are over boots in love, 


And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont. 


Pro. Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots, 


Val. No, I will not: for it boots thee not. 


Pro. What? 


groans; 


Coy looks, with heart-ſore liglis; one fading mo- 


— 


ment's mirth, 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights. 
If haply won, perhaps, an hapleſs gain: 

If loſt, why then a grievous labour won; 
However, but a folly bought with wit ; 

Or elſe a wit by folly vanquiſhed. 


Pal. To be in love, where fcorn is bought with 


Pro. So, by your circumſtance, you call me fool. 
Val. So, by your circumſtance, I fear, you ll prove. 


Pro. Tis love you cavilat; I am not love. 


Val. Love is your maſter; for he maſters you. 


And he that is ſo yoaked by a fool, 
Methinks, ſhould not be chronicled ſor wiſe, 
Pro. Yet writers fay, as in the ſweeteſt bud 


 Theeating canker dwells; ſo eating love 


Inhabits in the fineſt wits of all. 


Val. And writers ſay, as the moſt forward bud 


cr eaten by the canker. ere it blow; 


Even ſo by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn'd to folly, blaſting in the bud; 
Loſing his verdure even in the prime, 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 


But wherefore waſte I time to countel thee, 


That 


n - 


th 


no- 
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That art otary to fond eſire? 771 
Once more, adieu: my facher at the road 
Expects nfy coming, there ho ſee me ſhipp'd. 

Pro. Af H thither will I hring thee, Valentine. 


Val. Swi. et Protheus, nbi ho let us take our leave. 
At Milan, let me hear fron thee by letters | 
Of thy * eſs in love; an what news elſe 
Betideth It ere in abſence 95 thy friend : 
And I likewiſe will viſit t\ ec with mine. 
Pro. AlFhappineſs bech; ince to thee in Milan! 
| Val. As much to you at home; and ſo. farewel! | 
1 L Exit. 
Pro. He after honour * its, I aſter love; 
le leaves nis friends to dignify them more; 
I leave myſelf, my friends and all for love. 


> Thou, Julſa. thou haſt mefgmorphos'd me; 


Made me ſegledt my ſtudigg, loſe my time, 
War withigood counſel, ſet the world at nought; 
Made vit Pian muſing weak; heart ſick with thought. 


SCE NE Il. 


N Enter Speed. 
Speed, 8 IR Protheus, ſave you; ſaw you my maſter? 
ro. But now he parted hence, t imbark 
for Milan. 


enty to one then he is ſhipp d already. | 


Speed. 


And I hafe play'd the ſhe p in loſing him, 


Pro. Indeed. a ſheep dof 1 very often ſtray, 
An if the ſhepherd be awhi R away. 

Speed. Nou conclude tha; my maſter is a ſhepherd 
then, an&1I a lheep ? z 

Pro. 1 &. 

Speed. N hy then my hFtns are his horns, whether 
I wake or! leep. 

Pro. A ſilly ariſwer, and Bing well a ſheep. 

Speed. This proves me {þll a ſheep. 

Pro. True; and thy maſter a ſhepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumſtance. 

* H 4 Pro. 
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Pro. It ſhall go hard. but I'll prove it by another. 

Speed. The ſhepherd ſeeks the ſheep, and not the 
ſheep the ſhepherd; but I ſeek my maſter, and my 
maſter ſeeks not me; there ſore I am no ſheep. 

Pro. The ſheep for fodder follows the ſhepherd, 
the ſhepherd for the food follows not the ſheep; thou 
for wages followeſt thy maſter, thy maſter for wages 
tollows not thee; therefore thou arr a ſheep. 

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry Bad. 

Pro. But doſt thou hear? gaveſt thou my letter tO 
Julia? 

Speed. Ay, Sir, I, a loſt mutton, gave your 3 to 
her, a lac'd mutton, and ſhe, a lac'd mutton, gave me, 
a loſt mutton, nothing tor my labour 

Pro. Here's too ſmall a paſture for ſuch ſtore of 
muttons, 

Speed. If the ground be over-charg'd, you were 
beſt ſtick her. 

Pro. Nay, in that you are a ſtray, 'twere beſt pound 

ou. 

Speed. Nay, Sir, leſs than a pound ſhall ſerve me 
for carrying your letter. | 

Pro. You miſtake : I mean the pound, a pin- fold. 

Speed. From a pound to a pin? fold it over and 
over, 'tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to 
your lover. 

Pro. But what ſaid ſhe: did ſhe nod? [Speed nods, 

Speed. I. 

Pro. Nod-I ? why, that's noddy. 

Speed. You miſtook, Sir: I ſaid, ſhe did nod: 
And you aſk me, if ſhe did nod; and I ſaid, I. 

Pro. And that ſet together, is noddy. 

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to ſet it to- 
gether, take 1t for your pains. 

Pro. No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the letter. 

Speed. Well, I perceive, I muſt be fain to bear with 

ou. 


Pro. Why, Sir. how do you bear with me? 


. 


Speed. 
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Speed. Marry, Sir, the le ter very orderly ; 
Having nqhing but the ward noddy for my pains. 
Pro. Beſ ew me, but yok have a quick wit. 


Speed. the yet it cannot overtake your ſlow purſe. 
Pro. Co he, come, open the matter in brief: what 
faid ſhe? 5; | A's 

Speed. pen your purſe; that the money and the 
matter ma be both at ond deliver'd. 

Pro. Well, Sir, here is for our pains ; what ſaid ſhe? 

Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 

Pro. Wig? could'it tho; perceive ſo much from 
her? 10 9 | | | 
Speed, Sit, I could perceive nothing at all from her; 
No, not ſo much as a ducket for delivering your letter. 
And beingſſo hard to me that brought your mind, 
I tear, ſhe'l,zprove as hard to you in telling her mind. 
Give her ni? token but ſtories; ſor ſhe's as hard as 

ſteel. 1 | 

Pro. What, faid ſhe nothf 1g? 

Speed. Nq; not ſo much aj.j-take this for thy pains : 
To teſtify Pur bounty, I tFank you, you have teſ- 

tern dne: . | | 

In requitaF; whereof, hence orth carry your letter 
yourſelf: ad ſo, Sir, I'll coſ mend you to my maſter. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to ” your ſhip from wreck, 


Which can ot periſh, having thee aboard, 

Being deſtii/'d to a drier death on ſhore. 

I muſt go ſe id ſome better meſſenger : 

fear, my Julia would not Fign my lines, 

Receiving em from ſuch a worthleſs poſt, _ 
— [ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Is CENIT III. 

A i 

Changes to Juliz's Chamber. 
Enter Julia 1 50 


Jul. B ſay, Lucetta, now we are alone, 
4 uld'ſt thou then counſel me to fall in 


i 
F 
8 


x 


1 
4 


” 


——— —— — — 


154 The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


Luc. Ay, madam, ſo you ſtumble not unheedſully. 
Jul. Ot all the fair refort of gentlemen, 
That ev ry day with parle encounter me, 
In thy opinion which is worthieſt love? 
Luc. Pleaſe you, repeat their names; I'll ſhew my 
mind, 
According to my ſhallow ſimple kill. 
Jul. What think'ſt thou of the fair Sir Eglamour? 
Luc. As of a Knight well ſpoken, neat and fine; 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. 
Jul. What think'ſ thou of the rich Mercatio? 
Luc. Well of his wealth; but of himſelf, ſo. ſo. 
Jul. What think'it thou of the gentle Protheus ? 
Luc. Lord, lord! to lee what folly rezgns in us! 
Jul. How now? what means this pation at his 
name? 
Luc. Pardon. dear madam; tis a paſſing ſhame, 
That I. unworthv body as Jam, 
Should cenſure thus on lovely gentlemen. 
Jul. Why not on Protheus, as of all the reſt? 
Luc. Then thus; of many good, I think him bet. 
Jul. Your reaſon? 
Luc. I have no other but a woman's reaſon ;' ; 
I think him ſo, becauſe I think him ſo. 
Jul. And would'ſt thou have me caſt 0 love on 
him? 
Luc. Ay, if you thought your 1550 not caſt away. 
Jul. Why, he of all the reſt hath never mov'd me. 
Luc. Yet he of all the reſt, I think, beſt loves ye. 
Jul. His little ſpeaking ſhews his love but ſmall, 
Luc. The fire, that's cloſeſt kept, burns molt of all. 
Jul. They do not love, that do not ſhew their love. 
Luc. Oh, they love leaſt, that let men know their 
Jul. I would, I knew his mind. [love. 
Luc. Peruſe this paper, madam. ( 
Jul. To Julia; ſay, from whom? 
Luc. That the contents will ſhew. 
Jul. Say, ſay; who gave it thee? 
Luc. 
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Luc. Sir Valentine's Page; and ſent, I think, from 
Protheus. 
He would have giv, n it you, but I, being in the way, 
Did in your name receive it; pardon the fault, I pray. 
Jul. wo by my modeſty, a goodly broker ! 
Dare you preſume to harbour wanton lines?” 


To w hiſpef and conſpire againſt my youth ? 


Nou, truſt me, tis an office of great worth; 


And you in officer fit for the place. 
There, tak« f the paper; ſes, it be return'd; 
Or elſe return no more into my ſight. 


Luc. To- lead for love deſerves more fee than hate. 
Jul. Wiſye be gone? 
Luc. Ih you may ruminate. | [Exit. | 


Jul. And yet I would, I had oer-look'd the letter. 
It were a ſame to call her back again, 
And pray Her to a fault, for which I chid her. 
What ſook3s ſhe, that knows I am a maid, 
And woult; not force the letter to my view? 
Since maic $, in modeſty. ſay No, to that | 
Which they would have the prof rer conſtrue, Ay 
Fie, he; hof, wayward is this fooliſh love, 
That. like a telly babe. will ſcratch the marie; 
And prelendly. all humblefl, kiſs the rod? 
How churlihly I chid Lucetta hence, | 
gly-I would have had her here! 
How anger, I taught my brow to frown, 
When inwa &d joy enforc'd*my heart to ſmile !- 
My penance is to call Lucetta back. 
And alk rem\ſhon for my fblly paſt. 
What ho! Lncetta ! i 


Re- enter Lucetta. 


| Luc. Cent your | dyſhip ? | 


Jul. Is't negr dinner-tume ? 

Luc. I wot d it were; - | O0 

That you might kill s lomach on | your mon 

And not upon your maid h TY 
. 6 1 


Jul. 
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Jul. What is't that yu ' 
Took up ſo gingerly ? 
Luc. Nothing. 
Jul. Why didſt thou has then ? 
Luc. To take a paper up, that Llet fall. 
Jul. And 1s that paper nothing ? 
Luc. Nothing concerning me. 
Jul. Then let it he for thoſe that it concerns. 
Luc. Madam, it will not he, where it concerns; 
Unleſs it have a falſe interpreter, 
Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhime. 
Luc. That I might ſing it. madam, to a tune: 


4 Give me a note; your ladyſhip can ſet. 


Jul. As little by ſuch toys as may be poſſible: 
Beſt ſing it to the tune of Light o love. 
Luc. It is too heavy for ſo light a tune. 
Jul. Heavy? belike. it hath ſome burthen then. 
Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you ſing it. 
Jul. And why not you? 
Luc. I cannot reach ſo high. 
Jul, Let's ſee your ſong: 


How now, minion? 


Luc. Keep tune there ſtill, ſo you will ling it out: 
And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune. 

Jul. You do not? 

Luc. No, madam, tis too ſharp. 

Juli You, minion, are too ſaucy. 

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat. 
And mar the concord with too harſh a deſcant : 
There wanteth but a mean, to fill your ſong. 


Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly baſe. 


Luc. Indeed, I bid the baſe for Pretheus. 


Jul. This babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me. 
| Here is a coll with proteſtation ! 


[Tears tt. 

Go, get you gone; and let the papers lie: 

You would be fingering them, to anger me. [pleas'd 
Luc. She makes it ſtrange, but ſhe would be beſt 

To be ſo anger'd with another letter. [ Exit. 


Jul. 
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Jul. Nay, would I were | ) anger'd with the fame! 
Oh hateful hands, to tear-ſuch loving words ! 
Injurious waſp to feed "i. ſweet honey, 


Akd kill the bges, that yiqhl it, with your ſtings! 
I'll kiſs each ſ Feral paper for amends : 

Look, here 1s it kind julia; Unkind Julia! 
As in revenge f thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy naine againſt the bruiſing ſtones; 
Trampling 2 n thy diſdain. 

Look, here 1s writ, Love-wojnded Prqatheus. 

Poor wounded fame! my | ofom, as a bed, 

Shall lodge the, till thy w und be throughly heal'd; 
And thus J — it with; ſov reign kals. 


But twice, or tErice, was Þ. otheus written down ; 


Be calm, good ind. blowmort a word away, 
Ill I have fouiid each letfer in the letter, 


Except mine own name: Wat ſome whirl-wind bear 


| Unto a ragged, fearful. hanging rock, 


And throw it thence into the raging ſea! 
Lo, here in one Kas is his name twice writ: 
Poor forlorn Protf us Paſſionate Protheus, 

To the ſweet Julia that I'll tear away; 

And yet I will got, ſith ſo Freely 


He couples it tg his compl\ining names: 


Thus will I fold{them one pon another; 


* Now kiſs, embri ce, wm do what you will. 


f Enter Lifcetta. 


Luc. Madam, dinner is readly, and your father ſtays. 

Jul. Well, let s go. 

Luc. What, ſh theſe papers lie like tell-tales here? 

Jul. If thou rd Ipect them beſt to take them up. 

Luc. Nay, I Ws taken up for laying them down: 
Yet here they ſhi ll not lie 0 or catching cold. 

Jul. I ſee, you have a mgnth's mind to them. 

Luc. Ay, madam. you may ſay what ſights you ſee: 
I ſee things too, although hi judge I wink. 


Jul. Come, come, will t eale you go? [Exeunt. 
| SCENE 
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GENE IV. 
Anthonio's Houſe. 


Enter Anthonio and Panthion. 


Ant. E LL me, Panthion, what ſad talk was that, 
Wherewith my brother held you in the 
cloiſter ? | | 
Pant. Iwas of his nephew Protheus, your ſon. 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 
Pant. He wonder'd that your lordſhip 
Would ſuffer him to ſpend his youth at home, 
While other men of {lender reputation 
Put forth their ſgns to ſeek preterment out: 
Some to the wars, to try their. fortune there; 
Some, to diſcover Iſlands far away; 
Some, to the ſtudious univerſities. 
For any, or for all theſe exerciſes, 
He ſaid, that Protheus your ſon was meet: 
And did requeſt me to importune you. 
To let him ſpend his time no more at home; 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having known no travel in his youch. 
Ant. Nor need'ſt thou much importune me to that. 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 
I have conſider'd well his loſs of time; 


And how he cannot be a perfect man, 


Not being try'd, and tutor'd in the world: 
Experience 1s by induſtry atchiev'd, 
And perfected by the ſwift courſe of time: 
Then tell me, whither were | beſt to ſend him? 
Pant. I think, your lordſhip is not ignorant. 
How his companion, youthtul Valentine, 
Attends the Emperor in his royal court. 
Ant. I know it well. 
Pant. Twere good, I think, your lordſhip {ent him 
thither; There 


at, 
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To ſeal our hap 
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There ſhall 17 tits and tournaments, 


Hear [weet dißßourſe, converſè with noblemen ; 
And be in ev t every exerciſe, 
Worthy his youth and nobleneſs of birth. 

Ant. I like ty counſel; well haſt thou advis'd : 
And that thou may'ſt perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it ſhall make known ; 


Ev'n with the ſpeedieſt expedition 


Pant. To-morfow, may it pleaſe you, Don Alphonſo, 
With other gerflemen of good eſteem, 
Are journeymgito {ſalute the Emperor; 
And to commei d their *ervice to his will. 


Ant. Good company: with them ſhall Protheus go. 
And, in good time, no 4 will we break with him. 


I will diſpatch "IF to the Emperor's court. 


\ Enid Protheus 


Pro. Sweet how ſweet lines, {weet life ! 
Here is her hank the agent of her heart; 
Here is her oathgfor love, her honour's pawn, 
Oh! that our fthers would applaud our loves, 
ineſs with their conſents ! 

Oh heav'nly Jul a! | 
Ant. How now ? what ſetter are e you reading there? 
Pro. May't ple:.ſe your. lordſhip, tis a word or two 

Of commendation ſent f om Valentine ; 

Deliver'd by a friend th; +, came from hint 


ot a 
Ant. Lend me 1 lette'; let me ſee what news. 


Pro. There is ng news my lord, but that he writes 
How happily he Rives, h@w well belov'd, 
And daily gracediby the Emperor; 
Wiſhing me withchim, partner of his fortune. 
Ant. And how fand you affected to his wiſh? 
Pro. As one rel ing om your lordſhip's will, 
And not dependin on his friendly wiſh. 
Ant My will is — ſorted with his wiſh: 
Muſe not that 1 Fin {udJenly proceed; 


For what I will, 13 ill: und there's an end. 
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I am reſolv'd. that thou ſhalt ſpend ſome time 
With Valentine in the Emp'ror's court: 
What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: 
To- morrow be in readineſs to go. 
Excuſe it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be ſo ſoon provided; 


Pleaſe to deliberate a day or two. [thee : 


Ant. Look, what thou want'ſt, ſhall be ſent after 
No more of flay; to-morrow thou muſt go. 
Come on, Fanthion; you thall be employ'd 
To haſten on his expedition. [ Exe. Ant. and Pant. 
Pro. Thus have I ſhun'd the fire, for fear of burn- 
ing; 
And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd : 
I fear'd to thew my father Julia's letter, 


Leſt he ſhould take exceptions to my love; 


And with the vantage of mine own excuſe, 
Hath he excepted molt againſt my love. 
Oh, how this ſpring of love reſembleth 
Th' uncertain glory of an April day ; 
Which now ſhews all the beauty of the ſun, 
And by and by, a cloud takes all away ! 


Enter Panthion. 


Pant. Sir Protheus, your father calls * you; 
He is in haſte, therefore, I pray you, g 
Pro. Why, this it is, my heart — thereto: 


And yet a thouſand times it anſwers, no. [Exeunt. 
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ts GERNE 


des to Milan. 


An Aparkiens in the Duke's Palace. 
Emer ValSfine and Speed. 
1 


s 


0 om 
IR, your glove 


Val. Not mine; 7 y gloves are on. 
Speed, Why the thi ay be yours, for this is but 
one. | 
Val. Ha! let m 
Sweet ornament, 
Ah, Silvia! Silvia F 
Speed. Madam S vi "Ju Silvia! 


ee! y, give it me, it's mine: 
at (ecke a thing divine! | 


of 


Val. How now, Lirra ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, Sir. 

Val. Why, Sir, who 5 d you call her? 

Speed. Your worſhip, Fir, orelſe I miſtook. 

Val. Well, you Al de too forward. ˖ 

Sbeed. And yet I was |  chidden for being too low. 

Val. Go to, N me, do you know Madam 
Silvia? 15 

Sheed. She, that-y'ourgryorſhip loves? | 

Val. Why, how 1 you that I am in love? 


Speed. Marry, by# tha ſpecial marks; firſt, you 
have learn'd, like Sir Protheus, to wreath your arms 
like a male-content; to: | og a love- ſong, like a Ro- 
bin-red-breaſt; to wayk alone, like one that had the 

ellilence; to ſigh, like a ſchool-boy that had loſt 
his A, B, C; to we „like a young wench that had 
buried her grandan; 10 faſt, like one that takes diet; 
to watch, like one that fears robbing; to ſpeak pu- 


ling, like a beggar at Hallowmaſs. You were wont, 
SW when 
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when you laugh'd, to crow like a cock ; when you 

walk'd. to walk like one of the lions: when you 

faſted, it was preſently after dinner; when you look d 

ſadly, it was for want of money; and now you are 

metamorphos'd with a miſtreſs, that, when I lookon 
ou, I can hardly think you my males. 

Val. Are all theſe things perceiv d in me? 

Speed. They are all perceiv'd without ye. 

Val. Without me? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you? nay, that's certain; for with- 
out you were ſo ſimple, none elſe would; But you 
are ſo without theſe Follies, that theſe follics are 
within you, and ſhine through you like the water in 
an urinal; that not an eye that fees you, but is a 


Phyſician to comment on your malady. 


Val. But tell me, doſt thou know my lady Silvia? 

Speed. She, that you gaze on ſo as ſhe fits at ſupper? 

Val. Haſt thou obſerv'd that? ev'n ſhe I mean. 

Speed. Why, Sir, I know her not? | 

Val. Doſt thou know her by my gazing on her, 
and yet know'ſt her not? 

Speed. Is ſhe not hard-favour'd, Sir? 

Val. Not ſo fair, boy, as well- favour d. 

Speed. Sir, T know that well enough. 

Val. What doſt thou know? 

Speed. That ſhe is not ſo fair, as of you well-fa- 

vour'd. | 

Val. I mean that hey beauty is exquiſite, 
But her Favour infinite. 

Speed. That's becaule the one is pound, and the 
other out of all count. 

Val. How painted? and how out of count? 

Speed. Marry, Sir, ſo painted to make her fair, 
that no man counts of her beauty, 

Val. How eſteem'ſt thou me? I account of her 
beauty. 

. Speed. You never ſaw her ſince ſhe was deform d. 


Val. How long has ſhe been deform'd? 
Speed. 
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Speed. Ever ſince | vou lov'd her. | 
Jal. I have lov'd 10 ever ſince I ſaw her; 


And ſtill 1 ſee her Mautiſul. 
Speed. -If you lovEmer, you cannot ſee her, 
Val. Why p 
Speed. Becauſ love is blind. O, that you had 
mine eyes, or yqhr own eyes had the lights they 
were wont to have, when you chid at Sir Protheus 
lor going ungarter'd ' 


Val. What qo 1d'l ſee then ? | 
Speed. Your o Tre: folly, and her paſſing de- 


ſormity: For hes betng in love, could not ſee to 
garter his hoſe; indyou, being in love, cannot ſee 
to put on gs hoſe. 
Val. Belike, by, then you are in love: for laſt 
morning you could not ſee to wipe my ſhoes. 

Speed. True, Sir, I was in love with my bed; I 
thank you. you ſwing'd me for my love, which 
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val. In concluſion, I ſtand affected to her. 

Speed. I would 70 t were ſet, ſo your afleclion 
would ceaſe. 

Val. Laſt night he injoin 'd me to write ſome lines 
to one {he "Ele E 1 

Speed. And have Lo? 

Val. I have. . 

Speed. Are they not 3 writ ? 

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them : 
Peace, here the comes. 


* ter Silvia. 


Speed. Oh excelleii notion ! Oh exceeding puppet! 
Now will he interpr{ to her. 
Val. Madam anc 1 a thoufand good mor- 
rows. 

Speed. Oh! givezye good ev'n; here's a million of 
manners. 
Sil. Sir Valentine \nd ſerv ant, to you two thoufmtl. 

0 Speed, 


| 


ſ 
| 
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Speed, He ſhould give her intereſt ; and ſhe gives 
it him. 

Val. As you injoin'd me, I have writ your letter, 
Unto the ſecret, nameleſs, friend of yours ; 

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 
But for my duty to your ladyſhip. 

Sil. I thank you, gentle ſervant ; tis very clerkly 
done. | 
yal. Now truſt me, madam, it came hardly off: 
For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at in very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance, you think too mack of ſo much 
pains ? 

Val. No. . ſo it 1 you. I will write, 
Pleaſe you command, a thouſand times as much. 
And yet 

Sil. A pretty period; well, I gueſs the ſequel ; 
And yet I will not name it; and yet I care not ; 


And yet take this again, and yet I thank you; 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more 


Speed. And yet you will; and yet, another yet. 3 
Aſide. EN 
Val. What means your ladyſhip ? do you not 
like it? 
Sil. Yes, yes. the lines are very quaintly writ; 
But ſince unwillingly, take them again; ? 
Nay, take them, 
Val. Madam, they are for you, 
Sil. Ay, ay; you writ them, Sir, at my requeſt ; 
But I will none of them; they are for you: , 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Pleaſe you. I'll write your ladyſhip another. 


Sil. And when it's writ, for my ſake read it over; ] 

And if it pleaſe you, ſo; if not, why ſo. | 
Val. If it pleaſe me, mates. what then ? ( 
Sil. Why if it pleaſe you, take it for your labour ; 


And ſo good morrow, ſervant. [ Exit, 
Speed, O jeſt unſeen, inſcrutable, inviſible, 
8 As 


1 


* 


8 


reaſon. 
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As a noſe on a man's face, or a weathercock on a 
. ſteeple! & | 
My Maſter ſues to her, and ſhe hath taught herſuitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor : 
O excellent device] was there ever heard a better? 
That my maſter, being the ſcribe, to himſelf ſhould 
write the lettes? 
Val. How now, Fir, what are you reaſoning with 
ourſelf ? 8 5 
Speed. Nay, I wa: RYE + tis you that have the 
4 a 
Val. To do What 
Speed. To be a ſpykeſman from madam Silvia. 
Val. To whom? 
Speed. To yourſelf ; why, ſhe wooes you by a 
figure. 
Val. What figure? 
Speed. By a letter, I ſhould ſay. 
Val. Why, ſhe hath h not writ to me ? 
Speed. What neeclhe, 
When ſhe hath mad( you write to yourſelf ? 


* 


Why, do you not P. 'rceive the jeſt? 


Val. No, believe 11e. 

Speed. No believi, g you, indeed, Sir: .but did 
you perceive her eax eſt? | 
Val. She gave me gone, except an angry word. 

Speed. Why, ſhe h&th given you a letter. 
Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend. 
Speed. And 'that oe hath ſhe deliver'd, and 
there's an end. j 
Val. I would it wel e no worle. 
Speed. III warrantzyou, tis as well: 
For often have you writ her ; and ſhe in modeſty, 
Or elſe for want of idle time, could not again reply ; 
Or fearing elſe ſome meſſenger, that * her mind di 1 
cover, 


Herſelf hath taught zen love himſelf to write unto her lover. 


All this I {peak 1 in pr nt; for in print I found it.— 
Why 
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Why muſe you. Sir? 'tis dinner time. 
Val. I have din'd. | 


Speed. Ay, but hearken, Sir; tho' the Cameleon 


love can feed on the air, I am one that am nouriſh'd 
by my victuals, and . fain have meat: Oh, be 


not like your miſtreſs; be moved, be moved. | Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Change to Julia's Houſe at Verona. 


Enter Protheus and Julia. 
Por. H. E patience, gentle Julia. 


Jul. I muſt, where is no remedy. 

Pro. When poſſibly I can, I will return. 

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the ſooner : 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's lake. 

Giving a ring. 
Pro. Why then we 11 make exchange; here, take 
ou this. 
Jul. And ſeal the bargain with a holy kils. 
Pro. Here is my hand for my true conſtancy ; 


And when that hour o'er{lips me in the day, 
Wherein I {gh not, Jul, for thy ſake ; 


The next enſuing hour ſome foul miſchance 


Torment me, for my love's forgetfulneſs! 
My father ſtays my coming; anſwer not: 
The tide is now; nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will ſtay me longer, than I ſhould : 
[Exit Julia, 
Julia, farewel. What! gone without a word ? 
Ay, ſo true love ſhould do; it cannot ſpeak ; 
For truth hath better deeds. than words, to grace it. 


Enter Panthion. 


Pan. Sir Protheus, you are ſtaid for. 

Pro. Go; I come. \ 
Alas! this parting ſtrikes poor lovers dumb! Bed 
SCENE 
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S C 1 N E. III. 


Changes to a Street. 
Enter Launce, with his dog Crab. 


Laun. c AY. twill be this hour ere I have done 
* weeping ; all the kind of the Launces 
have this very fault z I have receiv'd my propor- 
+ tion, like the prodigious ſon, and am goin 
* with Sir Protheus to the Imperial's court. I think, 
Crab my dog be the ſpureſt- natur'd dog that lives: 
my mother weeping, my father wailing, my ſiſter 
crying, our maid he wling, our cat wringing her 
hands, and all our houſe in a great perplexity ; 
vet did not this cruel-hearted cur ſhed one tear! 
he is a ſtone, a very pebble-ſtone, and has no 
more pity in him-than a dog: a Jew would have 
« wept, to have ſeen our parting; why, my grandam 
having no eyes, look you, wept herſelf blind at 
my parting. Nay, I'll ſhow you the manner of it: 
+ this ſhoe is my father; no, this left ſhoe is my fa- 
Ather; no, no, this Teft ſhoe is my mother; nay, 
that cannot be ſo neither; yes, it is ſo, it is fo; 


it hath the worſer ſole ; this ſhoe, with the hole 


in It, is my mother, and this my father; a ven- 
geance on't, there 'tis : now, Sir, this ſtaff is m 

ſiſter; for, look you, the is as white as a lilly, and 
Jas ſmall as a wand; this hat is Nan, our maid; I 


am the dog; no, the dog is himſelf; and I am 


the dog: oh, the dog is me, and I am myſelf; 
ay, ſo, lo ; now come I to my father; father, your 
bleſſing; now ſhould not the ſhoe ſpeak a word 
for weeping ; now ſhould I kiſs my father; well, 
he weeps on; now come I to my mother; oh that 
* the could ſpeak now like a * wode woman ! well, I 
* 0h that ſhe would ſpeak liks = Woman. ] The firſt Folios read 
would, It ſhould be wode ; maß, crazy, frantic with Grief, 
i #4 * kiſs 
1 LY 


5 


* 


* 
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* kiſs her; why there tis; here's my mother's. 
breath up and down : now come I to my ſiſter: 
* mark the moan ſhe makes : now the dog all this 
* while ſheds not a tear, nor ſpeaks a word; but 
* ſee, how ] lay the quit with my tears. 
Enter Panthion. 

Pant. Launce, away, away, aboard; thy maſter is 
ſhipp'd, and thou art to poſt after with oars: what's 
the matter? why weep'ſt thou, man? away, aſs, you S. 
will loſe the tide if you tarry any longer. 

Laun. It is no matter if the ty'd were loſt, for it is 
the unkindeſt ty'd that ever any man ty'd. 

Pant. What's the unkindeſt tide ? 

Laun., Why, he that's ty'd here; Crab my dog. 

Pant. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt loſe the food; 
and in loſing the flood, loſe thy voyage; and in 
loling thy voyage, loſe thy maſter; and in loſing thy 
maſter, loſe thy ſervice ; and in loling thy ſervice, 
—— why doſt thou {top my mouth? 

Laun. For fear thou ſhould it loſe thy tongue. 

Pant. Where ſhould I loſ2 my tongue? 

Laun. In thy tale. 

Pant. In thy tail ? 

Laun. Loſe the flood, and the voyage, and the 
maſter, and the ſervice, and the tide 7 why, man, if | 
the river were dry, I am able to fill it with my tears; ERS: 
if the wind were down, I could drive the boat with | 


my ſighs. 
Fant. Come, come away, man; I was ſent to call | 
thee. | 7 
Laun. Sir, call me what thou dar'ſt. | 
Pant. Wilt thou go? col 
Laun, Well, I will go. | IExeunt. | 
| Car 


SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 


is | 

* Chaſe Milan. 

; An Abartmer in the Duke's Palace. 

is 3 | 

** Enter Valentine, Silvia, Thurio, and Speed. 


u Sil. Q ERVAN T. 
| Val. Miſtreſs mw | | 
Is Speed. Maſter, Sir T hurio frowns on you. 
Val. Ay, boy, it's fr love. 
Speed. Not of you. 
Val. Of my miſtreſſ, then. 


I; Speed. Iwere goofy, you knockt him. 

In Sil. Servant, youmre ſad. 

1y Val. Indeed, mad! m, I ſeem ſo. ; 
e, Thu. Scem you thut you are not? 


Val. Haply, Ido. k © 
Thu. So do counterfeits. 
Val. So do you. $ | 


Thu. What ſeem } that I am not ? 


Val. Wile. ' 
he Thu, What inſta te of the contrary 7 > 
if Val. Your folly. 
8; Thu. And how qu ote you my folly ? 
th Val. I quote it in your jerkin, | 
Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. \ | 
ll Val Well then, It W your folly. 
Thu. How ? 
Sil. What, * Sir Tlurio do you change | 
colour ? | 
wt. Val. Give him | ave, madam; he is a kind of | 
Cameleon. | 


Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood, 
than live in your | 
Val. You have ſald 


E Thu. Ay, Sir, afjd Pan too, for this time. | | 
— I 1 a Val. | 
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Pal. I know it well, Sir; you always end, ere you 
begin. 

Sil. A fine volly of words, gentlemen, and quickly 

ſhot off. 

Val. "Tis, indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

Sil. Who is that, lervant ? 

Val. Yourſelf, ſweet lady, for you gave the fire; 
Sir Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyſhip's 
looks, -and ſpends, what he borrows, kindly in 
your company. 8 


T hu. Sir, if you ſpend word for word with me, I 


ſhall make your wit bankrupt. 
Val. I know it well, Sir; you have an exchequer 
of words, and, I think, no other treaſure to give 
your followers : for it appears, by their bare live- 
Ties, that they live by your bare words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: Here comes 
my father. | 


SCENE V. 


Enter the Duke. 


Dyke. Now daughter Silvia, you are hard beſet. 
Sir Valentine, your father's in good health: 
What ſay you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? 
Val. My lord, Iwill be 8 
To any happy meſſenger from thence. 
Duke. Know you Don Anthonio, your countryman ? 
Val. Ay, my good. lord, I know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy eſtimation ; 
And, not without deſert, ſo well reputed. 
Duke. Hath he not a fon ? 
Val. Ay, my good lord, a ſon that well deſerves 
The honour and regard of ſuch a father. 
Duke. You know him well ? 
Val. I knew him, as myſelf ; for from our infancy 
We 
Y 


We have conve{}, and ſpent our hours together : 
And tho' myſel have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the ſweet benehy of time, 
To clothe mine 2 with angel like perfection; 
Yet hath Sir Prctheus, foꝶ that's his name, 
Made uſe and faur advange of his days; 
His years but young, but his experience old; 
His head unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe 
And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the pMiſes, that I now beſtow;) 
He is complete in feature and in mind, 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke, Beſhrevſme, Siry but if he makes this good, 
He is as worthy for an 1 8 preſs love, 
As meet to be ah Empere 7's counſellor. 


: 
Well, Sir, this E is come to me, 
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W ith commendations fram great potentates; 
And here he means to f d his time a while. 
I think, 'tis ncYunwelcome news to you. 
Val. Should I have wiſh'd a thing, it had been he. 
Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth: 
Silvia, I ſpeak to you; and you, Sir Thur; 
For Valentine, I heed not cite him to it: | 
I'll ſend him hither to you preſently. [Exit Duke. 
Val. This is tife gentle jan, I told your ladyſhip, 
Had come alon! with me,] but that his miſtreſs 


Sil. Belike, that now ſhe hath enfranchis'd them 
Upon ſome other pawn fo fealty. 

Val. Nay, ſur?, I think, ſh holds them pris'ners ſtill, 

Sil. Nay, ther, he ſhould g; blind; and, being blind, 
How could he ſee his way ſeek out you? 

Val. Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 

Thu. They lay, that love hath not an eye at all. 

Val. To ſee ſych lovers, Thurio, as yourſelf: 


Did hold his . lockt in her cryſtal looks. 


| Upon a homel object love can wink. 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter Protheus. 
Sil. AVE done, have done; here comes the 


gentleman. 
Val. Welcome, dear Proteus: miſtreſs, I beſeech you, 


Confirm his welcome with ſome ſpecial ſavour. 


Sil. His worth 1s warrant for his welcome hither, 
If this be he, you oft have wiſh'd to hear from. 
Val. Miſtreſs, it is: Sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-ſervant to your ladyſhip. 
Sil. Too low a miſtreſs for ſo high a ſervant, 
Pro. Not ſo, ſweet lady; but too mean a ſervant, 
To have a look of ſuch a worthy miſtreſs. 
Val. Leave off diſcourſe of dilability : 
Sweet lady, entertain him for your ſervant. 
Pro. My duty will I boaſt of, nothing elſe. 
Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed: 


Servant, you're welcome to a worthleſs miſtreſs. 


Pro. I'll die on him that ſays ſo, but yourſelt. 
Sil. That you are welcome? | 
Pro. That you are worthleſs. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, my lord your father would ſpeak 
with you. | 


Sil. IIl wait upon his pleaſure: [Exit Serv.] Come, 


Sir T hurt, 
Go with me. Once more, my new ſervant, welcome: 
I'll leave you to confer of home affairs; 


When you have done, we look to hear from you. 


Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyſhip. 
[ Exeunt Sil. and Thu. 
SCENE 
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7 Tuo Gen | | 


8 CE oe E VII. | 
Pal. Ne tell me, LY do all from whence you 


came? | n 
Pro. Vour friends are well, and have them much 
Val. And how do yours? [ commended. 
Fro. I left them all in health. (love? 


Val. How does your lady? and how thrives your 
Fro. My tes of love v :re wont to weary you? 

I know, you joy not in à love. diſcourſe. 
Val. Ay, Frotheus, but \at life is alter'd now? 

I have don&penance for gontemning love; 


Whole high imperious thbughts have puniſh'd me 


With bitter Yaſts, with penitential groans ; 

With nightly” tears, and laily heart-ſore ſighs. 

For, in revenge of my co tempt of love, 

Love hath chas'd fleep fr, n my enthralled eyes, 
And made Je watches) mine own heart's ſorrow. 


O gentle Prqheus, love's 1 mighty lord; 
And hath lo; umbled mgF as, I confeſs, 
There is no woe to his c rection; - 


Nor to his ſervice, no ſuch Joy on earth, 


Now no diſc \urle, except it be of love; 

Now can I h;eak my faſt „dine, ſup, and ſleep: 
Upon the very naked narye of love. 

Pro. Enough: I read Mur fortune in your eye. 
idol, that you worſhip ſo? 

he; and is the not a heav'nly ſaint ? 
Hut the is an earthly paragon. 


Pro. I wil not flatter her. 

Val. O, flacter me; for love delights i in. praiſe. 

Pro. When [ was ſick, ; ou gave me bitter pills; 
And I muſt miniſter the | de to you. 

Val. Then ſpeak the tru n by her; if not divine, 
Yet let her b$ a principali 


Sov'reign T the creat 
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it | Pro. Except my miſtreſs. 

Val. Sweet, except not any; 
Except thou wilt except againſt my love. 

Pro. Have I not reaſon to prefer mine own ? 

Val. And 1 will help thee to prefer her too: 
[ She ſhall be dignity d with this high honour, 
'F To bear my lady's train, leſt the baſe earth 
Should from her veſture chance to ſteal a kiſs; 
And, of ſo great a {avour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root the ſummer-ſwelling flower; 
And make rough winter everlaſtingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what bragadiſm is this? 
Val. Pardon me, Protheus; all I can, is nothing 
To her, whoſe worth makes other worthies nothing; 
4 She is alone 

1 Pro. Then let her alone. 

| Val. Not forthe world: why, man, ſhe is mine own; 

And Jas rich in having ſuch a jewel, 

As twenty ſeas, if all their ſand were pearl, 

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee, 

Becauſe thou ſeeſt me doa: upon my love. 

My fooliſh rival, that her father likes, 

Only for his poſſeſſions are ſo huge, 

Is gone with her along, and I muſt after; 

For love, thou know'ſt, 13 tull of Jealouly. 

Pro. But the loves you? 

Val. Ay, and we are betroth'd; nay more; our 

marriage-hour, 

With all the cunning manner of our flight, 

8 Determin'd of; how I muſt climb her window, 

Ii) be ladder made of cords; and all the means 

| Plotted and 'greed on for my happineſs: 

Fl Good Protheus, go with me to my chamber, 

= In theſe affairs to aid me with thy counſel. 

1 Pro. Go on before; I ſhall enquire you forth. 
| if I muſt unto the road, to diſembark 

| Some necellaried that I needs mult uſe ; 


— 


And 


Our 


| And ok preſently attend you. 
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i]. you make haſte? | 
£5 [ Exit Val. 

heat anothe. heat expels, 

Or as onehail by ſtreng{Fdrives out another; 

So the rer embrance of my former love 

Is by a neirer object qui forgore 

Is it mine Eye, or Valentine's Praiſe 


Her true perfection, or 1 falſe tranſgreſſion, 


That makes me, reaſonlefs, to reaſon thus? 
She's fair; and ſo is Juli, that I love; 
tove, for nowpmy love is thaw'd; 
Which, like a waxen imz ge ' gainſt a fire, 
Bears no iÞpreſſion of thi: thing it was. 
Methinks, my zeal to V/ ' jntine is cold; 

And that I love him not as I was wont. 


O! but Iluve his lady * too, much; 


And that'$*the reaſon, Move him ſo little. 


How ſhall doat on he ith more advice, 
That thus Without advice, begin to love her? 
'Tis but her picture I have yet beheld, 


And that 11 dazzled ſo my reaſon's light: 


But when! look on her perfections, 


There is no reaſon, but 1 thall be blind. 
If I can check my erring love, I wall; 
If not, to compals her I'll ule my Kill. Exit. 


is CENE VIII. 


f 


F. 
54 


Changes o a Street. 


Enter Speeg and Launce. 
Speed. JT 4 UN CE, by Hine honelty, welcome to 
| Milan. 

Launce. n not thyſelf, ſweet youth; for I 
am not wekome: I reck n this always, that a man is 
never unde, till he be hang d; nor never welcome 


Alt is * the former * See the Note in the third Act. 
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to a place, till ſome certain ſhot be paid, and the 
hoſteſs ſay, welcome. 


Speed. Come on, you mad- cap; I'll to the ale- 


houſe with you preſently, where, for one ſhot of five- 
pence, thou ſhalt have five thouſand welcomes. But, 
Sirrah, how did thy maſter part with madam Julia? 


Laun. Marry, after they. clos'd in earneſt, they : 


parted very fairly in. jeſt. 

Speed. But ſhall the marry him? 

Laun. No. 

Speed. How then? ſhall he _— her? 

Laun. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they 3 2 

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a ſiſh. 

Speed. Why then how ſtands the matter with them? 

Laun. Marry, thus: when it ſtands well with him, 
it ſtands well with her. | 

Speed. What an aſs art thou? I underſtand thee not. 

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canſt not? 
My ſtaff underſtands me. 

Speed. What thou ſay'ſt? 

Laun Ay, and what I do too; look thee, PI but 
lean, and my ſtaff underſtands me. 

Speed. It ſtands under thee indeed. : 

Laun. Why, ſftand-under, and underſtand. is all one, 

Speed. But tell me true, will't be a match? 

Laun. Aſk my dog: if he ſay. ay, it will; if he 
ſay, no, it will; if he ſhake his tail, and ſay nothing, 
it will. 

Speed. The concluſion is then, that it will. 

Laun. Thou ſhalt never get ſuch a ſecret from me. 
but by a parable. 

Speed. "Tis well, that I get it ſo; but Lana how 
ſay'ſt thou, that my maſter is ene a notable lov er? 

Laun. I never knew him otherwiſe. 

Speed, Than how? 


Laun. A notable Lubber, as thoureporteſt him tobe. 


Speed. Why, thou whorſon aſs, thou miſtak'ſt. me. 
e - | Laun. 


i 


n 3 
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Laun. Why. fool, I Feant not thee; I meant thy 
maſter. | = | 
Speed. I tell chet 1 maſter is become a hot lover. 
Laun. e I tell thgze, I care not tho' he burn 
himſelf in Me: If thou thou wilt go with me to the 
ale- houſe, & if not, thu art an Hebrew, a Jew, and 
not worth tye name of i, Chriſtian, 
Speed. hy? | 
Laun. Ber E auſe thou 


thee, as to ; to the al 
thou go? 


10 not ſo much charity in 


NE IX. 
Enter * ſolus. 


jave my my Julia, ſhall I be forſworn ; 
ove fair Siluia, ſhall I be forſworn ; 


Pro. O 
10 


To wrong my friend, 1 ſhall be much forſworn: 


And ev'n that pow'r, which gave me firſt my oath, 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 

Love bad me ſwear, and, love bids me forſwear: 
O ſweet-ſuggeſting loved * if I have ſinn d. 
Teach me, thy tempted lubject, to excuſe it. 
At firſt I did More a twidkling ſtar, 

Bui now I watſhip a celeſtial ſun. 

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken; 
And he want# wit, that wants reſolved will 

To learn his Mit 1 exchaß ge the bad for better. 
Fie, fie, unre ferend ton ue! to call her bad, 
Whole Sov're gnty ſo o thou haſt preferr'd 
With twenty thouſand 1 al- confirming oaths. 

I cannot leave to love, Md yet 1 do: 

But there I le ve to love, where I ſhould love: 
d Valentine I loſe: 

I needs muſt loſe myſelf: 


IfI keep the 


* — if thou haf, inn, d,] We muſt certainly read, 
have A _ F 
| $ > 
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If I loſe them, this find I by their loſs, 


For Valentine, myſelf; for Julia, Siloia.— 
I to myſelf am dearer than a friend ; 
For love is ſtill moſt precious in its felt: 

And Silvia, (witneſs heay'n, that made her fair!) 
Shews Julia but a ſwarthy Ethiobe. 


J will forget that Julia is alive, 


Remembring that my love to her is dead: 

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove conſtant to myſelf, 

Without ſome treachery us'd to Valentine : 

This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder 

To climb celeſtial Siluia's chamber- window; 
Myſelf in counſel his competitor. 

Now preſently I'll give her father notice 

Of their diſguiſing, and pretended flight; 

Who, all enrag'd, will baniſh Valentine: 

For Thur, he intends, {hall wed his daughter. 
But, Valentine being gone, 111 quickly crols, 

By ſome fly trick, blunt Thu7v's dull proceeding. 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpole ſwift, 


- 


As thou haſt lent me wit to plot this drift: Exit. 


SCENE X. 


Cbanges to Julia's Houſe in Verona. 
Enter Julia and Lucetta. 


Jul. OUNSEL. Lucetta; gentle girl, aſſiſt me; 
And, even in kind love. I do conjure thee, 
Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are vilibly character'd and engray'd, 
To leſſon me; and tell me ſome good mean, 
How with my honour I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. | 
Luc. Alas! the way is weariſome and long. 
Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To meaſure kingdoms with his feeble ſteps ; 
* Much 
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Much leſs ſhalk ſhe. thathath love's wings to fly; 


And when ig 


ight is made to one ſo dear, 


Of ſuch divin perfection as Sir Protheus. 


Luc. Better; forbear, "ll Protheus make return. 


Jul. Oh, k ih * ſt thou not, his looks are my ſoul's 


food: 


Pity the — that I have pined in, 
By longing fo; that food ſo long a time. 


Didit thou but: know the inly 
Thou would'ſfas ſoon go kindle fire with ſnow, 


touch of love, 


As leek to quench the hre of love with words. 
t ſeek to quench your love's hot fire, 
But qualify the fire's extream rage, 

Leſt it ſhould burn above the bounds of reaſon. 


Luc. I do 


Jul. The 


bur: 


The current. t 


t with ge itle murmur glides, 


Gre thou d amm'ſt it up, the more it 


Thou know ſt. Peing ſtopꝶ d. impatiently doth rage; 
But when his Air courleds not hindered, 


He makes ſweß 
Giving a gente 


muſic v 


kiſs to ( 


h th' enamel'd ſtones; 
ery ſedge | 


He overtakethi in his pile.rimage : | 
iy winding; nooks he ſtrays, 


And ſo by ma 


And make a 


With willingþport, to t 
Then let me 85. 


ſtime of 


I'll be as Ii as a gent 


Till the laſt 
A bleſſed ſou 


p have h 


and 2 


er not my courſe; 


wild 


Ocean. 


tle ſtream, 


oth in Elyfum. 


ch weary ſtep, 
ught me to my love; 


And there I 12 as after much turmoil, 


Luc. But in 


hat habit will ! 


Jul. Not lik a woman; for 


ou goalong? 
ould prevent 


The looſe enci; anters of Fe men: 


Gentle Lucettag fit me with ſuch weeds 
As may beleefi ſome well-reputed page. 
en your lad yſnip muſt cut your hair. 
Jul. No, gil; III knit it up in ſilken ſtrings, 
With twenty 'dd-concei ted true-love-knots : 


*| 


Luc. Why t 


. 
4 
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To be fantaſtic, may become a youth 


Of greater time than I ſhall ſhew to be. [breeches ? 
Luc. What faſhion, Madam, ſhall I make rh 
ord, 


Jul. That fits as well, as—* tell me, good my 
What compaſs will you wear your farthingale ? 


Why, even that faſhion thou beſt lik'ſt, Lucetta. 


Luc. You muſt needs have them with a cod-piece, 


Madam. 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill-favour'd. 

Luc. A round hoſe, Madam, now's not worth a pin. 
Unleſs you have a cod-piece to flick pins on. 

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have 
What thou think'ſ meet, and is moſt mannerly: 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking ſo unſtaid a journey? 

J fear me, it will make me ſcandaliz'd. | 

Luc. If you think ſo, then {tay at home, and go not. 

Jul. Nay, that I will not. | 
Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Protheus like your journey, when you come, 
No matter who's diſpleas'd, when you are gone: 
J fear me, he will ſcarce be pleas d withal. 

Jul. That is the leaſt, Lucetia. of my fear: 

A thouſand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 
And inſtances as infinite of love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Pretheus. 

Luc. All theſe are ſervants to deceitful men. 

Jul. Baſe men, that uſe them to ſo baſe effect! 
But truer ſtars did govern Protheus birth; 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 


His love ſincere, his thoughts immaculate; 
His tears, pure meſſengers ſent from his heart; 
His heart as far from traud, as heav'n from earth, 


Luc. Pray heav'n he prove ſo, when you come to him! 
Jul. Nov, as thou lov'ſt me, do him not that wrong. 
To bear a hard opinion of his truth; k 
Only deſerve my love, by loving him; 
And' preſently go with me to my chamber, 
To 


7 
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To take a notes of what I ſtand in need of, 
To furniſh me þon my longing journey. 
All that 1s ming J leave at thy dilpoſe, 

My goods. my lands. my reputation; 
Only. in lieu tFereof, diſpatch me hence: 
Come, anſwer Hot; but do it preſently: 

I am impatieng;of my tarriance. [ Exeunt. 


1225 a] 
A C IA HI. s G EN E L 
The Duke's Palace in Milan. 
Enter Duke, Thurio. and Protheus, 
| |. om 


IR chore us leave, I pray. a while; 
I 


? 


We have ſgme ſecrets to confer about, 
[Exit Thur. 

Now tell me, Pfotheus, what's your will with me? 

Pro, My grac/\ pus lord, that which I would caicover, 
The law of frig 1d{hip bids me to conceal; 
But when I cal to mind|your gracious favours 
Done to me, ymdelerviny as I am, 
My duty pricks me on 1» utter that, 
Which, elſe, f d workup good ſhould draw from me. 
Know, worthy Prince, Fir Valentine my friend 
This night int nds to 12 away your daughter : 
Myſelf am one made privy to the plot. | 
I know, you have determin'd to beſtow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates: 
And ſhould ſhg{thus be itoll'n away from you, 
It would be myth vexation to your age. 
Thus, for my düty's ſake, I rather choſe 
To crols my fri, nd in bit intended drift; 
Than, by conc@aling it, heap on your head 
A pack of ſorrgws, which would preſs you down, 
It unpreventeey to your timelels grave. 


D ; Duke. 


* 
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Duke. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honeſt care; 
Which to requite, command me while I hve. 
This love of theirs myſelf have often ſeen. 
Haply, when they have judg'd me faſt aſleep; 
And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court: 

But, fearing leſt my jealous aim might err, 
And ſo unworthily diſgrace the man, 

(A raſhneſs that I ever yet have ſhunn'd; J 

I gave him gentle looks; thereby to find 
That which thyſelf haſt now diſclos'd to me. 
And that thou may ſt perceive my fear of this, 


Knowing that tender youth 1s ſoon ſuggelted, V 
I nightly lodge herin an upper tower, I 
The key whereof myſelf have ever kept; S 2 
And thence ſhe cannot be convey 'd away. 4 


Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis d a mean 
How he her thadiber-window will aſcend, * 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 
For which the youthful lover now 1s gone, 
And this way Comes he with it preiently : 
Where, if it pleaſe you, you may intercept him. 
But, good my lord. do it fo cunningly, 
That my diſcov ry be not aimed at; 
For love of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this pretence. 
Duke. Upon mine honour, he {hall never know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 
Pro. Adieu, my lord: Sir Valentine is coming. 
Exit. Pro. 


„% I ; 


Md 1 ti 43A , . e 2 ky 


Enter Valentine. ] 

Duke, 80 IR Valentine, whither away ſo faſt ? $ 
Val. Pleaſe it your Grace, there is a meſ- S 

ſenger ? 


That 


Ire; 


an 


* 
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That ſtays to b&r my letters to my friends, 
And I am going to deliver them. 
Duke. Be theſ of much import? 
Val. The tend ur of them doth but ſignify 
My health, and happy being at your court. 
Dube. Nay then, no _— ; ſtay with me a while; 
I am to break with thee! of ſome affairs, 
That touch me near; wherein thou muſt be ſecret. 


The 


ITis not unknown to thep. that T have ſought 


Val. I knowgat well, my lord; and, ſure, the 
match 
Were rich and Jonouratle; IRE the gentleman 
Is full of Vet Nite worth, and qualities 
Beſeeming 4 Fife a. your fair daughter. 
Cannot 2 race e to fancy him? 


To match my N. Sir Thurio to my daughter. 


Duke. No, ti 1 me; whe is peeviſh, ſullen, fro- 
ward, 
Proud, diſobeditnt, {tubHgorn, licking duty; 
Neither regarding that ſhe is my child, 
Nor fearing me as if I were her father: 
And may I ſay-to thee, this pride of hers, 
Upon advice, hath drawn my y love from her; 
And, where I thqught 7 remnant of mine age 
Should have bee Cheri 'd by her child-like- duty, 
Ino am full reſtzlv'd to take a wife, 
And turn her ouſ{to who will take her in: 
Then let her beat ty be her wedding-dower : 
For me, and my, oſſeſſions, the eſteems not. 
Val. What wohld your Grace have me do in this? 
Luke. There ig a lady, Sir, in Milan here, 
Whom I affect; Put ſhe is nice and coy, 


* — Sir, in Milan here, ought to be thus, inſtead of — in 
Verona here,---for the zcene ny is in Milan, as is clear from 
ſeveral pallages in the firſt Ad, and in the beginning df Ahe Firlt 
Scene of the fourth At. A e Miſtake has crept into the eighth 


scene of AR II. where Speed Pe his fellow. Servant Launce, wel- 


Mr. Fo ge. 
And 


come to Padua. 
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And nought eſteems my aged eloquence: 

Now therefore would I have thee to my tutor; 
{For long agone I have forgot to court; 
Beſides, the faſhion of the time is chang' d.) 
How, nd which way, I may bellow myſelf, 


To be regarded in her ſun-bright eye. 


Val. Win her with gifts, if ſhe reſpects not words; 

Dumb jewels often in their ſilent kind, 

More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.” 
Dake. But ſhe did ſcorn a preſent. that I ſent her. 
Val. A woman ſometimes ſcorns what beſt contents 

her; 

Send her another; never give her o'er; 

For ſcorn at firſt makes after-love the more. 


If the do frown, tis not in hate of you, 


But rather to beget more love in you: 
If ſhe do chide, tis not to have you gone; 
For why, the fools“ are mad if left alone. 
Take no repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay; 
For, get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away. 
Flatter, and praiſe, commend, extol their graces ; 
Tho' neer ſo black, ſay, they have angels' faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I Tay, 1 15 NO man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman, 

Duke. But the, I mean, is promis'd by her friends 
Unto a youthiul gentleman of worth, 
And kept ſeverely from reſort of men, 
That no man hath acceſs by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would reſort to her by night. 


Du. Ay, but theCoors be lockt, and keys — fafe, 


That no man hath recourſe to her by night. 

Val. What lets, but one may enter at her Window? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 
And built ſo ſhelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. | 

Val. Why then a ladder quaintly made of cords, 
To caſt up, with a pair of anchoring hooks, 


1 — Would ſerve to ſcale another Hero's tower; 
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So bold Leander 
Duke Now, as 


uld adventure it. 
ou art a gentleman of blood, 


Adviſe me where: 1 may have ſuch a ladder. 


Val. When would yÞp uſe it? pray, Sir, tell me 
that. 
Duke. This very Bight; for love is like a child, 
That longs for eviy thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeven agcloc& I'll get you ſuch a ladder. 
Duke. But harkhee :7I will go to her alone; 
How ſhall I beſt convey the ladder thither? 
Val. It will be I ght, my lord, that you may beari it 
Under a cloak that is og any length. 
Duke. A cloak as long as thine will ſerve the turn? 
Val. Ay, my god lond. 
Duke, Then let ne ſee thy cloak; 
I'll get me one offſuch; 3 length. 
Val. Why, an cloak will ſerve the turn, my lord. 
Duke. How fhal! I faſhion me to wear a cloak ? 
I pray thee, let me feel. thy cloak upon me. 
What letter is thi, ſame ? what's here, To Silvia? 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding ? 
I'll be ſo bold to hreak the feal for once. [Dukereads. 
My thoughts do hatgour with my Silvia nightly, 
And ſlaves they Ge to me, that ſend them flying : 
0h. could their ma. 'r come and go as lightly, 
Himſelf would lo ge. where ſenſeleſs they are lying: 
My herald thoughts in thy ure boſom reſt them, 
While I, their King, tht thither them importune, 
Do curſe the grace, that with ſuch grace hath bleft them, 
Becauſe myſelf dogwant my ſervants fortune; 
I curſe myſelf, for thgy argſent by me, 
That they ſhould hat hour, where their lord would be. 
What's here? Sith, + 4s night will I enfranckiſe thee : 
'Tis ſo, and here;\ the Jadder for the purpoſe. 
Why, Phazton, 1c how art Merops {on, 
* Why, Phaeton, for thou at Merops' ſon, a 


** Wilt thou aſjtre to guide the aventy « car. | Merops" ſon, i. e. a Bat 
tard, baſe-born. il 
Wilt 
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Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heavenly car, 
And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 
Wilt thou reach ftars, becauſe they ſhine on thee ? 

Go, baſe intruder! over-weening ſlave ! 

Beſtow thy fawning ſmiles on equal mates; 

And think, my patience, more than thy deſert, 1 
Is privilege for thy departure hence : 
Thank me for this, more than for all the favours, 

Which, all too much, I have beſtow'd on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories, 

Longer than ſwiſteſt expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heav'n, my wrath ſhall far exceed the love, 

I ever bore my daughter or thyſelf: 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excule, 

But as thou lov'ſt thy life, make ſpeed from hence. 


Exit. 
. 
Pal. pi why not death, rather than living tor- DO 


ment? 
To die, is to be baniſh'd from myſelf: Fo 
And Silvia is myſelf; baniſh'd from her, 
Is ſelf from ſelf: a deadly baniſhment ! 
What light is light, if Siva be not ſeen? 
What joy is joy, if Sibia be not by? Ha 
Unleſs it be to think, that ſhe is by; x 
And feed upon the ſhadow of perfection. 


Except I be by Silvia in the night, ww 

There is no muſic in the nightingale; 

Unleſs I look on Silvia in the day, 

There 1s no day for me to look upon: * 
r 


She is my eſſence, and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 

Foſter' d, illumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. Ar 
I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom; 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death: 


But fly I hence, I fly away from life. 3 
| Y n 
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Enter Yroth gus and Launce. 

Pro. Run, boy, 1 In, 4 n) and ſeek him out. 

Laun. So-ho ! ſo-ho !: 

Pro. What ſeeſt 
Laun. Him we gg to nd: 

There's not a haifFon' K but 'tis a Valentine. 


＋ 


ane 


Pro. Valentine, 


4 


Val. No. k 
Pro. Who then hispirit 4 
Val. Neither. * 1 


Pro. What then? 

Val. Nothing. | 

Laun. Can nothing ak: maſter, ſhall I ſtrike ? 

Pro. Whom wouldſt. * ſtrike? 

Laun. Nothing. 

Pro. Villain, 17 fo 

Laun. Why, Sir, EII ſtrike nothing; I pray you,. — 

Pro. I ſay, Torben friend Valentine, a word. 

Val. My ears are f opt, and cannot hear good news; 
So much of bad already hath pofſeſt. them. 

Pro. Then in dumb lence will J bury mine; 
For they are harſh, unt -neable, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead P.? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, in: ed, fas ſacred Silvia ! 
Hath ſhe forſworn me iN 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, if 
What is your news ?-*# 

Laun. Sir, there's a 

niſh'd. "A : 

Pro. That thou art Baniſh'd; oh, that is the news, 

From hence, from Silo, and from me thy friend. 


via have forſworn me! 


clamation that you are VE- 


Val. Oh, I have fed“ pon this woe already; 
And now excels of it all make me ſurfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that ] am baniſhed ? 

Pro. Ay, ay; and {hath offer'd to the doom, 
Which unrevers'd Rin | in effectual force, 


5 
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A ſea of melting pearl, which ſome call tears: | 
Thoſe at her father's churliſh feet ſhe tender'd, [- int 
With them, upon her knees, her humble ſelt; 
Wringing her hands, whoſe whiteneſs ſo became 

them, : 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe. 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 


Sad ſighs, deep groans, nor ſilver-ſhedding tears, Lat 
Could penetrate her uncompaſſionate Sire; 

But Valentine, if he be ta'en, muſt die. * 
Beſides, her interceſſion chat'd him ſo, . 
When ſhe for thy repeal was ſuppliant, "P65 
That to cloſe priſon he commanded her, that 
With many bitter threats of biding there. 1 

Val. No more; unleſs the next word that thou yet 


ſpeak'ſt, | 
Have ſome malignant power upon my life : 
If ſo, J pray thee, breathe it in mine ear, 
As ending anthem of my endleſs dolour. 

Pro. Ceaſe to lament for that thou canſt not help, 
And ſtudy help for that which thou lament'ſt. 
Time is the nurſe and breeder of all good: 
| Here if thou ſtay, thou canſt not ſee thy love; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover's ſtaff; walk hence with that; 
And manage it againſt deſpairing thoughts. 


Thy letters may be here, tho' thou art hence, 8 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd. FR. 
Ev'n in the milk-white boſom of thy love. | V I 
The time now ſerves not to expoſtulate ; $ 


Come, I'll convey thee through the city-gate ; 

And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 

Of all that may concern thy love-aftairs : 

As thou lov'it Silvia, tho' not for thyſelf, 

Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Val. I pray thee, Launce, an if thou ſeeſt my boy, 

Bid him make haſte, and meet me at the north-gate. 

| | Pro. 
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pro. Go, Sirrah, find Him out: come, Valentine. 
Val. O my dear Silvia hapleſs Valentine ! 
[Ext Valentine and Protheus. 


s c Ef k IV. 


Laun. J Am but a K 100 you, and yet I have 
the wit to t 

a knave: but that's all ne, if he be but one kind. 

He lives not now that kifows me to be in love, yet 

lam m love; but a team of horſe ſhall not pluck 


that from me. nor w 40 I love, and yet 'tis a wo- 


man; but what womay I will not tell mylelf, and 
tis not a maid, for ſhe hath 
had goſſips; yet 'tis.a 3 aid, for ſhe is her maſter's 


| maid, and ſerves for wi rs: the hath more qualities 


than a water-ſpaniel, hich is much in a bare 
chriſtian. Here is th cat- log [Pulling out a paper | 
of her conditions; Inns, ſhe can fetch and carry; 


hy, a horſe can do n more; nay, a horſe cannot 


tetch, but only Garry, os; therefore ſhe is better than 
a jade. Item, ihe can Ak look you, a ſweet vir- 
tue in a maid with clea!i hands. | 


En Speed. 


Speed. How now, ſi 
your maſter{hip ? 1 | 
Laun. With my maltgr's ſhip ? why, it is at ſea. 

Speed. Well, your ole vice all; miſtake the word: 
what news then in you! paper? 

Laun, The blackeſt nis that ever thou hav ſt. 

Speed. Why, man, he black ? 

Laun. Why. as blacks ink. 

Speed. Let me read th2m. 


\ 4or Launce? what news with 


Laun. Fie, on thee, jelt head, thou canſt not read. 


Speed. Thou lieſt, I can. 
Laun. I will try thee; tell me this, who begot thee? 
| þ Speed. 


2 
1 1 


K my maſter is a kind of 


| 
' 
' 
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Speed. Marry, the fon of my grand-father. 

Laun. O illiterate loiterer, it was the ſon of thy 
grand-mother; this proves, that thou canſt not read, 
Speed. Come, fool, come, try me in thy paper. 

Laun. There, and St. Nicholas be thy 3 
Speed. Imprimis, ſhe can milk. 
Laun. Ay, that ſhe can. 
Speed. Item, ſhe brews good ale. 
Laun. And thereof comes the proverh, Bleſſi ng of 
your heart, you brew good ale. 
Speed, „leni, ſhe can ſowe. 
Laun. That s as much as to ſay, Can ſhe ſo? 
Speed. Item, the can knit. 
Laun. What need a man care for a Rock with a 
wench, when ſhe can knit him a ſtock ! 
Speed. Item, ſhe can waſh and ſcour. 
Laun. & fpecial virtue, for then ſhe need not to be 
walh'd and ſcour d. 
Speed. Item, ſhe can ſpin, 
Laun. Then may I let the world on wheels, when 
ſhe can ſpin for her living. 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath many nameleſs virtues. and 


Laun. That's as much as to ſay, Baſtard Virtues; hear! 
that, indeed, know not their fathers, and therefore 80 
have no names. Le 
Speed. Here follow her vices. the c 
Laun. Cloſe at the heels of her virtues. t 18 
Sheed. Item, ſhe is not to be kiſt faſting, in reſpect 15 MC 

of her breath. Wha 
Laun. Well, that fault e be mended with a break- S. 
faſt: read on. La 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath a to mouth. She 

«> Laun. That makes amends for her ſour breath. La 
Speed. Item, ſhe doth talk in her ſleep. well, 
aun. It's no matter for that, ſo ſhe fleep not in 15 11! 
her talk. She 
Speed. Item, ſhe is flow in words. La: 
Laun. O villain ! that ſet down among her vices ! days 


to 


a 


days for thee ne nort 


6. 
N 


thee, out with't, and place it for her chief virtue. 
Sheed. Item, fie is pro id. 5 
Laun. Out with that Ho: it was Eve's legacy, and 
cannot be ta'en from he. 
Speed. Item, the hath n teeth. 
Laun, I care not for | lat neither, becauſe I love 
cruſts. | 
Speed. Item, ſhe is curſt. 
Laun. Well, the beſt is, ſhe hath no teeth to bite. 
Speed. Item, ſhe will often praiſe her liquor. 


Laun. If her liquor be good, ſhe ſhall ; if ſhe will. 


not, I will: for good th 12 ſhould be Praiſed. 
Speed. Item, ſhe is ae 
Laun. Of her tongue the cannot, for that's writ 


down, ſhe's flow of; of zer purſe ſhe ſhall not, for 
| that yl keep ſhut; now of another thing ſhe may, 


and that cannot I help. Well, proceed. 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath more hairs than wit, and 
more faults than hairs, 
Laun. Stop here; I'llghave her; ſhe was mine, 
and not mine, twice or tfrice in that article. Re- 
hearſe that once more. 
Speed. Item, the hath ore hair than wit. 
Laun. More hair than vit, it may be; Ill prove it: 
the cover of the ſalt h les the ſalt, and therefore 


it is more than the * he hair, that covers the wit, 


is more than the wit; 
What's next? 
Speed. And more aul s than hairs. 


e greater hides the leſs. 


Ss 


Laun. That's monſtrous: oh, that that were out! 


Speed. And more wealth than faults. 

Laun. Why, that word makes Ne faults gracious : 
well, I'll have her; and, Ik it bea match, as nothing 
is impoſſible 


Speed, What then? 
Laun. Why then will 1 thee,. that thy ** 
gate. 
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to be flow in words is a froman' s only virtue: Ipray 


nd more wealth than faults. 


| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
' 
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Speed. For me? 

Laun. For thee? ay; who art thou? hs hath ſtaid 
for a better man than thee. 

Speed. And muſt I go to him? 

Laun. Thou muſt run to him, for thou haſt laid ſo 
long, that going will ſcarce ſerve the turn. 

Speed. Why didſt not tell me ſooner? pox on your 
love-letters ! 

Laun. Now will he be ſwing'd for reading 
letter: an unmannerly flave, that will thruſt homſclf 
into ſecrets. I'll after, to rejoice in the boy's cor- 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE V- 


Enter Duke and Thurio. 
Duke. — Thurio, fear not, but that ſhe will love 


Now Valentine 3 is baniſh'd from her light. 

Thu. Since his exile ſhe hath deſpis'd me moſt, 
Forſworn my company, and rail'd at me, 
That I am deſperate of obtaining her. 
' Duke. This weak impreſs of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an hour's heat 
Diſſolves to water, and doth loſe his form. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 
And worthleſs Valentine ſhall be forgot. 


Enter Protheus. 


- 
% 
\ 
% 
o 


How now, Sir Protheus? Is your countryman, 


According to our proclamation, gone ? 


Pro. Gone, my good lord. | 

Duke. My daughter takes his going heavily. 

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief. 

Duke. So I believe; but Thurto thinks not ſo. 
Protheus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 
(For thou hall ſhown ſome ſign of good deſert) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pre. 
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Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your Grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your Grace. 
Duke. Thou know'ſt, haw willingly I would effec 
The match between ir Thurio and my daughter. 
Pro. I do, my lord; | 
Duke. And alſo, I Go think, thou art not ignorant 
How ſhe oppoſes het\aga nft my will. - 
Pro. She did, my lord, hen Valentine was here. 
Duke. Ay, and TY ſhe perſeveres ſo. 


ö 
\ 
—— — — * 


What might we do e the girl forget 
The love of Falentinegand Yove Sir T hurio? 
Pro. The beſt ways to flander Valentine 
With falſhood, cow: rdice, and poor deſcent: | | 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. | 
Duke. Ay, but ſhe'll think, that it is ſpoke in hate. 
Pro. Ay, if has enemy eliver it: | 
Therefore it muſt, with circumſtance, be ſpoken 9 
By one, whom ſhe eemeth as his friend. 7 
Duke. Then you mult u'dertake to {lander him. 
Pro. And that, my lord I ſhall be loth to _ | 
Tis an ill office for: a gen leman; 


Eſpecially, againſt his ver friend. 
Duke, Where your g 4 word cannot advantage | 
him, | 


Your ſlander neva amage him; 
Therefore the offic& is indifferent, 
Being intreated to it by yeur friend. 
Pro. You have prevail'd,my lord: if I can do it, 
By aught that I can foeak fn his diſpraiſe, 
She ſhall not long continue love to him. 
But ſay, this weed Her love from Valentine, 
It follows not, tha ſhe will love Sir Thurio. 
Thu. Therefore 1 you unwind her love from him, 
Leſt it ſhould ravel and be good to none, 
You muſt provide o bottom it on me: 
Which muſt be done, by praiſing me as much 
As you in worth diſpraiſe Sir Valentine, 
Duke, And, Prot we dare truſt you in this kind, 


t a K Becauſe 
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Becauſe we know, on Valentine's report, 
You are already love's firm votary; 
And cannot ſoon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant, ſhall you have accels, 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large: 
For ſhe is lumpiſh, heavy, melancholy, | 
And, for your friend's ſake, will be glad of you; 
Where you may temper her, by your perſuaſion, 
To hate young Valentine, and love my friend. 
Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect, 
But you, Sir T hurt, are not ſharp enough; 
You muſt lay lime, to tangle her deſires, 
By wailful ſonnets, whoſe compoſed rhimes 
Should be full fraught with ſerviceable vows. 
Duke. Much is the force of heav'n-bred poeſy. 
Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You ſacrifice your tears, your ſighs, your heart: 
Write, till your ink be dry; and with your tears 


Moiſt it again; and frame ſome feeling line, 
That may diſcover ſuch integrity: 


For Orpheus lute was ſtrung with poet's finews; 


| Whoſe golden touch could ſoften ſteel and ſtones, 


Make tygers tame, and huge Leviathans 

Forſake unſounded deeps, to dance on ſands. 
After your dire-lamenting elegies, 

Viſit by night your lady's chamber window 
With ſome {weet conſort: to their inſtruments 
Tune a deploring dump; the night's dead ſilence 


Will well become ſuch ſweet complaining grieyance. 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This diſcipline ſhews, thou haſt been in love. 
Thu. And thy advice this night I 11 put in practice. 


Therefore, ſweet Protheus, my direction-giver, 
Let us into the city preſently 
To ſort ſome gentlemen well ſkill'd in muſic; 
I have a ſonnet, that will ſerve the turn, 
To give the onſet to thy good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen. 
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Pro. We'll wait upon your Grace, till after ſupper; 


Duke. Ev'nn 


* 
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about it. I will pardon you. | 
1 [Excunt. 


And i Lena abo. our proceedings. 


1 q » att 


4 Ur. SCENE. I. 
„ A kading | WF Mantua. 5 


; "9 certain, Out-laws. 
th 


— 


1 dein. 


PELLOWS ſtand faſt: I ſee a paſlenger. 
2 Out, If there be ten, ſhrink not, but down 
ßen. | 


Ez ter Valentine and Speed. 


3 Out. Stand, Sir, and throw us what you have 
about you; if nat, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle you. 
Speed. Sir, are undone; theſe are the Villains, 
that all the 0 do fear ſo much. 
Val. My friei | 
1 Out. That's 0 ſo,-Sir; we are your enemies. 
2 Out. Peace; we'll hear him. 
3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we; for he i is a pro- 
per man. | 
Val. Then know, that I have little wealth to loſe 
A man I am, croſs'd with adverſity ; 
My riches are gheſe poor habiliments, 
Of which if Wu ſhould here disfurniſh me, 
You take the Him and ſubſtance that I have. 
2 Out. Whitg ler travel you? 
Val. To Veroiia. , 
I Out. Whence came you? 


: K 2 Pal. 
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Val. From Milan. 
3 Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there? 
Va _ Some ſixteeh months; ; and longer might have 
aid, 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 
1 Out, What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
| Val. I was. | 
| 2. Out. For what offence ? 
| Val. Fdr that, which now torments me to rehearſe : 
14 I kill d a man, whole death I much repent; 
j | But yet I flew him manfully in fight, 
N 


Without falſe vantage or baſe treachery. 
1 Out. Why ner repent it, if it were done ſo. 
110 But were you baniſh'd for ſo ſmall a fault? 
4 Val, TI was, and held me glad of ſuch a doom. 
| 0 1 Out. Have you the tongues ? 
| Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy. 
Or elſe I often had been miſerable. 
| 3 Out. By the bare ſcalp of Robin Hood's fat friar, 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction. 

1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs, a word. 

Speed. Maſter, be one of them: it's an. honourable 
kind of thievery 

Val. Peace, villain. 

2 Out. Tell ws this; have you any thing to take to? 

Val. Nothing, but my fortune. 

3 Out. Know then, that ſome of us are gentlemen, 
Such .as:the fury of ungovern'd youth | 
Thruſt from the company of awful men; CG 
Myſelf was from Verona baniſh'd, 

For practiſing to ſteal away a lady, 
An heir, and niece ally'd unto the Duke. 

2 Out. And 1 from Mantua, for a gentleman F >» 
Whom, in my mood, I abb'd unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I for ſuch like petty crimes as theſe. 
But to the purpole; for we cite our faults, 

That they may hold excus'd our lawleſs lives; 
And, partly, ſeeing you are beautify'd 
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ave 
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With goodly ſhape and by your own report 
A linguiſt; ard a man of a perfection, 
As we do in o ir quality mich want; 
2 Out. Indeed, becauſe 1 du are a baniſh'd man, 
Therefore, abiive the reſt, ye parley to you; 
Are you content to be ourWSzeneral ? 
To make a virtue of necellr 
And live, as we do, in the nee; : 
; Out. What ſay' it 7 wilt thou be of our con- 
ſort ? f 


| Say, ay; ancbe the captain of us all: 


We'll do thee! homage, anq be rul'd by thee; 
Love thee as ur commander, and our king. 

1 Out. But if thou ſcorn pur courteſy, thou dy |. 

2 Out. Thou ſhalt not liye to brag what we_have 

offer d. | 

Val. I take Sour oft and will live with you; 
Provided, that you do no outrages | 
On filly wom n, or poor paſſengers. 

3 Out, No, ve deteſt ſuch vile baſe practices. 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews. 
And ſhew thee all the treaſure we have got; 
Which, TY I tha | reſt at thy diſpoſe. 

| | [ Exeunt, 


31 
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SCENE II. 


"Changes to an leben Place, unter Silvia's Apartment, in 


* 
Euter Pre cheus. 


Pro. A LRI AD I've [een falſe to Valentine, 
now I muſl be as unjuſt to Thurio. 


Under the cdlour of com ending him, 

I have acceſsſ my own lovg to prefer: 

But Silvia is 90 fair, too „too holy, 
To be corruj ted with my Worthleſs S 
K 3 When 


1 


. = 
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| When I proteſt true loyalty to her, 
ahi She twits me with my falſhood to my friend; 
Is When to her beauty I commend my vows, 

j | She bids me think, how I have been forſworn 
F In breaking faith with Julia whom I Iov'd. 
And, notwithſtanding all her ſudden quips, 
The leaft whereof would quell a lover's hope, 
Yet, ſpaniel-like, the more ſhe ſpurns my love, 
The more it grows, and fawneth on her ſtill. 
But here comes Thurio: now muſt we to her window, 
And give ſome evening muſic to her ear. 


Enter Thurio and Muſicians. 
Thu. How now, Sir Protheus, are you crept before 
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Will creep in ſervice where it cannot go. 
Thu, Ay, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here, 
Pro. Sir, but I do; or elſe I would be hence. 
Thu. Whom, Silvia? 
Pro. Ay, Silvia, for your ſake. 
Thu, I thank you, for your own : now, gentlemen, 
Let's tune, and to it luſtily a while. 


SCENE HL 


Enter Hoſt, and Julia in boy's clothes. 


EE my young gueſt, methinks, you're 
allycholly: IL pray you, why is it? 
Jul. Marry, mine hoſt, becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Hoſt. Come, we'll have you merry; Ill bring you 
where you ſhall hear muſic, and ſee the gentleman 
that you aſk'd for. | 
Jul. But ſhall I hear him ſpeak ? 
Hoſt. Ay, that you ſhall. 
Jul. That will be muſic. 
Hoſt. Hark, hark! 


.... ˙ •tÜu ERR WMC ..= 


| us ? 
| Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for, you know, that love 
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Jul. Is he a Jong theſe? 


| Hoſt. Ay; hit peace, let s hear em. 
8 

4 8 0 N G. 

þ 

Who ts Silyia ? what is "Je, 

That all 0h * ca mend her ? 


Holy, fair, « 1d wiſe is Py. 
The heav' , fuch grace lid lend her, 
T hat ſhe, might adngred be. 


Ts fhe kind, as ſhe is fai 
For beauty lives with kl 
Love doth to 4 eyes repair, 
To help hinigof his blindneſs: 
And, being help'd, inhabits there. 


Then to Silvig let us fing, 
That Silvi is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the du { earth dw lling : 
To her le. us , bring. 


Hoſt. How now ? are yd ſadder than you were 
before? how do you, many the mufic likes you not. 

Jul. You miſtake; the mſician likes me not. 

Hoft. Why, my pretty yeuth ? 

Jul. He plays falſe, fatHer. 

Hoſt. How, ouf of tũne on the ſtrings ? 

Jul. Not ſo; bt yet ſo falſe, that he grieves my 
very heart-ſtring. WV 

Hoſt. You hay: a quick ear. 

Jul. Ay, 1 mw I were deaf! it makes me have 
a ſlow heart. . 

Hoſt. I perce ve, you d.,ight not in muſic. 

Jul. lie. a wEit, when xt } Jars ſo, 

Hoſt. Hark, Wat fine change is in the muſic. 

Jul. * 3 that change ? the ich. 


* 
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Hoſt. You would have them always play but one 
thing? 
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Jul. I would always have one play but one thing, 

But, hoſt, doth this Sir Protheus, that we talk on, Fo. 

Often reſort unto this gentlewoman. I a 
Hoſt. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, he Th 

* lov'd her out of all nick. Ar 
Jul. Where is Launce? Ev 
Hoſt. Gone to ſeek his dog, which to-morrow, by | 

his maſter's command, he muſt carry for a preſent io By 

His lady. ge os | 
Jul, Peace, ſtand aſide, the company parts. Fo 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you; J will fo plead, 

That you ſhall ſay, my cunning drift excels. SL 
Thu, Where meet we? 1 
Pro. At St. Gregory's well. S: 
T hu. Farewel. [Exeunt Thurio and Muſic. 

Ll 
A 
SCENE IV.) 
Silvia above, at her window. 0 
Pro. ADAM, good even to your ladyſhip. 
Sil. I thank you for your mulic, gentlemen: 
Who is that, that ſpake? | V 
Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's truth, T 

You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice. T 
Sil. Sir Protheus, as I take it. F 
Pro. Sir Protheus, gentle lady, and your ſervant. I 

Sil. What is your will? p 


Pro. That I may compaſs yours. 

Sil. You have your wiſh; my will 1s even this, 
That preſently you hie you home to bed. a 
Thou ſubtle, ꝓerjur'd, falſe, diſloyal man? 
Think'ſt thou? I am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſs, 


% lov'd her out of all nick.) i. e. out of all Count: That is, extra- 
vagantly. A Phraſe taken from Accounts when Calculations were 
made by nicking on Numbers upon a Stick. 1 

| 0 


it to 


uſic, 


en: 


| But ſhe is dead. 


I am betroth'd; 
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To be ſeduc'd by thy flatter, - 

That haſt deceiv' ſo many with thy vows? 

Return, return, and make $ love amends. 

For me, by this pale queen+0f night, I ſwear, 

I am ſo far tis le que thy requeſt, 

That I deſpiſe tee for thy V rongtul ſuit ; 

And, by and byz intend to 10 ide myſelf, 

Ev'n for this tim? I ſpend ii e to thee. 
Pro. I grant, Heel love, chat I did love a lady; 


E. 


Jul. [aſide] Tukre falſe, if ſhould ſpeak it; 
For, I am ſure, ſhe is not b ied. 
Sil. Say, that ſhe be; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
Survives; to whem, thyſelf art witneſs, 
nd art thou not aſham'd' 
To wrong him With thy importunacy ? 
Pro. I likewiſe hear, that Valentine is dead. 
Sil. And ſo, ſu >poſe, am I; for in his grave, 
Aſſure thyſelf, A love is buried. | 
Pro. Sweet lafly, let me rake it tw the earth. 
Sil. Go to thy lady's grave and call her thence, 
Or, at the leaſt in hers ſepulchre thine. 
Jul. [afide| : heard not that. 
Pro. Madam, if that your heart be ſo obdurate, 
Vouchſafe me yet your picture for my love, 
The picture that is hanging in your chamber: 
To that I'll ſpeak, to that IIl figh and weep: 
For ſince the ſybltance. of your pere ſelf 
Is elſe devoted I am but a ſhadow; 
And to your ſhadow will I make true love. 
Jul. [aſide] If'twere a I you would, ſure, 


deceive it, 
And make it but a ſhadow, as I am. 

Sil. I'm very loath to be your idol, Sir; 
But ſince your falſhood ſhall becore ou well 
To worſhip ſhggdows, and adore falſe ſhapes ; 
Send to me iy the morning and I'll ſen4 it: 


And ſo, good ;clt. | * =D 
| 5. | Pro. 
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Pro. As wretches have o'er night, 
That wait for execution in the morn. 


Jul. Hoſt, will you go? 

Hoſt. By my hallidom, I was faſt aſleep 

Jul. Pray you, where lies Sir Protheus ? 

Hofi. Marry, at my houſe: truſt me, I think, ti 
almoſt day. 

Jul. Not ſo; but it hath been the longeſt night 
That c'er I watch'd, and the moſt heavieſt. [Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


Enter Eglamour. 
* IS is the hour that Madam Silvia 


Entreated me to call, and know her mind: 


There's ſome great matter ſhe'd employ me in. 
Madam, Madam! 


Silvia above, at her window. 


Sil. who calls? 
Egl. Your ſervant, and your friend ; 
One that attends your ladyſhip's command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thouſand times good morroy. 

Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourſelf: 
According to your ladyſhip's impoſe, 

IJ am thus early come, to know what ſervice 
It is your pleaſure to command me in. 

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 
{Think not I flatter, for, I ſwear, I do not) 
Valiant and wiſe, remorſeful, well accompliſh'd ; 
Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will 
I bear unto the baniſh'd Valentine; 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very ſoul abhorr'd. 
Thyſelf haſt loy'd; and I have heard thee ſay, 
No grief did ever come ſo near thy heart, 


As 


[Exeunt Protheus and Silvia, 
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Sil. This eve 
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Upon whoſe gi ive thou vow'dlt pure chaſtity, 


Sir Eglamour, 1 would to Valentine, 


To Mantua, wheze, I hear, he makes abode: 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pals, 


I do delire thy worthy company; 

Upon whoſe faich and honour I repoſe. 
Urge not my fagher's anger, Eglamour; 
But think upo 
And on the juſf ce of my flying hence; 
To keep me fro n a moſt unholy match, 


+ 


even from a heart 


I do dehre the 


y grief, a lady's grief; 


Which heav'n gc fortune ſtill reward with plagues, 


As full of ſorrqws as the ſea of ſands, 


To bear me coi pany, and go with me: 
If not, tg hide yhat I have ſaid to thee, 


That I may ven, ure to depart alone. 


Egl. Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which, fince, I know, they virtuouſly are plac'd, 


I give conſent to go along with you; 
Recking as little what betideth mg, 
As much I with all good befortune you. 


2 0 


When will you go : 


Egl. Where it 
Sil. At friar ÞP(}rick's cell; 
Where I intendgHoly confeſhon. 
fail your ladyſhip: 


Good morrow, \entle lady. 


Sil. Good me trow, kind Sir Eglamour. 


SCENE. VI. 


Enter Launce with his Dog. 


[ Exeunt. 


s ſervant ſhall play the cur with him, 
it goes hard: one that I brought up 


of a puppy, ont that I ſav'd from drowning, when 


: K 6 
1 


194 
WT 


three 
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three or four of his blind brothers and ſiſters went to 
it! Ihave taught him, even as one would ſay preciſely, 
thus I would teach a dog I went to deliver him, as 
a preſent to miſtreſs Silvia from my maſter; and I 
came no ſooner into the dining-chamber, but he ſteps 
me to her trencher, and ſteals her capon's leg. O, 
tis a foul thing, when a cur cannot keep himſelf in 
all companies ! I would have, as one ſhould ſay, one 
that takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it 
were, a dog at all things. If I had no more wit 
than he, to take a fault upon me that he did, I think 
verily, he had been hang'd for't; ſure as I live, he 


had ſuffer'd for't; you ſhall judge. He thruſts me 


himſelf into the company of three or four gentlemen- 
like dogs, under the Duke's table: he had not been 
there (bleſs the mark) a piſſing while, but all the 
chamber {melt him. Out with the dog, ſays one: 
what cur 1s that? ſays another; whip him out, fays 
the third; hang him up, ſays the Duke. 1, having 
been acquainted with the ſmell-hefore, knew it was 
Crab, and goes me to the fellow that whips the dogs; 
Friend, quoth I, you mean to whip the dog? Ay, 
marry, do I, quoth he. You do him the more 
wrong, quoth I; 'twas I did the thing you wot of. 
He makes no more ado, but whips me out of the 
chamber. How many maſters would do this tor 
their ſervant? nay, I'll be ſworn. I have ſat in the 
ſtoeks for the puddings he hath ſtoll'n, otherwiſe he 
had been executed; I have ſtood on the pillory lor 
the geeſe he hath kill'd, otherwiſe he had ſuffer d 
fort. Thou think'ſt not of this now. Nay, I re 
member the trick you ſerv'd me, * when I took my 


leave of Madam Julia; did not I bid thee ſtill mark | 


me, and do as I do? when did'ſt thou ſee me heave 
up my leg, and make water againſt a gentlewoman s 
jarthingale? did'ſt thou ever ſee me do ſuch a trick? 


* when I took my leave of Madam Silvia ;3] We ſhould certainly read 
Julia, meaning when his Maſter and he left Verona, 
SCENE 


8 


— 


a $ | | bs 
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S CE NE VII. 
Enter Protheus and Julia. 


Pro. GEBA STAN is thy name? I like thee well; 
And will 


employ thee in ſome ſervice preſently. 


Jul. In what you pleaſe: I'll do, Sir, what I can. 

Pro. I Ms wilt——How now, you whoreſon 
peaſant/%, ; 

Where have yo been theſe two days loitering ? 

Laun. Marry, Sir, I carry d miſtreſs Silvia the dog, 
vou bad me. | 

Pro. And what ſays ſhe to my little jewel? 

Laun. Marry.Mhe ſays, your dog was a cur; and 
tells you, curriſh thanks is good enough for ſuch a 
preſent. : | | | 

Pro. But ſhegeceiv'd my dog? 

Laun. No, in leed, ſhe did not: here have I brought 
him back agait, 55 

Pro. What, didſt thou offer her this from me? 

Laun. Ay, Sir; the other ſquirrel was ſtoll'n from 
me by the hangman's boy in the market-place; and 
then I offer'd hir mine own, who is a dog as big as 
ten of yours, and therefore the gift the greater. | 

Pro. Go, ee. hence, and find my dog again, 
Or ne'er retury again into my ſight: 

Away, I ſay: 1 ay'ſt thou to vex me here? 
A ſlave, that, {i Il an end, turns me to ſhame. 
{88 2 Exit Launce. 


Partly, that I Have need of ſuch a youth; 
That can withifome diſdretion do my buſineſs: 
(For *tis no triffting to yon fooliſh lowt:) 

But, chiefly, fer thy face and thy behaviour; 
Which, if my augury deceive me not, 

Witneſs good bringing up, ſortune and truth: 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 


Go 


Sebaſtian, I 11 enterta ned thee, 
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Go preſently, and take this ring with thee; 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia. 
She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me. 

Jul. It ſeems, you lov'd not her, to leave her token: 


. a awd ĩ i. 2 


She's dead, belike. f 
Pro. Not ſo: I think, ſhe lives. 
Jul. Alas! 
Pro. Why doſt thou cry, alas? ] 


Jul. I cannot chule but pity her. 
Pro. Wherefore ſhouldit thou pity her? 
Jul. Beceuſe, methinks, that ſhe lov'd you as well 
As you do love your lady Silvia: 
She dreams on him, that has forgot her love; 
You doat on her, that cares not for your love. 
"Tis pity, love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 
And, thinking on it, makes me cry, alas ! 
Pro. Well. give her that rin g, and give therewithal 
This letter; that's her es tell my lady, 
I claim the promiſe for her heav'nly picture. 
Your meſſage done, hie home unto my chamber. 


Where thou ſhalt find me ſad and {olitary. 
[ Exit Protheus. 


"SCENE VIII. 


Jul. H many women would do luch a meſſage? 
Alas, Poor Protheus, thou haſt entertain'd 

A fox to be the ſhepherd of thy lambs : 

Alas, poor fool, why do I pity him, 

That with his very heart deſpiſeth me ? 

Becauſe he loves her, he deſpiſeth me; 

Becauſe I love him, I muſt pity him: 

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me, 

To bind him to remember my good will. 

And now I am, unhappy meſſenger, 

To plead for that, which I would not obtain; 

To carry that, witch I would have refus' d; 

To praile his faith, which I would have difprais' d. 


1 


But cannot be 4 e ſervant to my maſter, 
| _ Unleſs I prove f:Ie traifyr to myſelf. 
en: Yet will I woo fo; him, jut yet ſo coldly, 
As, heav'n it : knows, 14 2 not have him ſpeed. 


Ent 


F 
Lady, good days I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to ſpeak with Madam Silvia. 
Sil. What would you with her, if that I be (he? + 
ell Jul. If you be ſhe, I do intreat your patience 
To hear me ſpeal the meſſage I am ſent on. 
Sil. From whom? © 
Jul From my maſter, Sir Protheus, Madam. 
Sil. Oh! he ſends yor. for a pidture ? 
Jul. Ay, Madam. 
ual Sil. Urſula, bring my qe there, 


I am my maſterf true 2 love, 


LSülvia. 


Go, give your maſter this: tell him from me, 
One Julia, that Þi ing thoughts forget, 
Would better fi his chamber than this ſhadow. 
Jul. Madam, nay't pleaſe you to peruſe this letter. 
8. Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis d 
Deli ver'd you afpaper that I ſhould not; 
This is the lettef to your ladyſhip. 
Si. I pray the, let me look on that again. 
Jul. It may not be; dod Madam, pardon me. 
Sil. There, hold; 0 | 
I will not look pon yqur maſter's lines; 
I know. they'regſtufft w wb proteſtations, | 
And full of ur, oat aths; which he will break, 
As eaſily as I do tear his paper. 
Jul. Madam, he ſendstyour ladyſhip this ring. 
Sil. The more ſhame for him, that he ſends it me; 
For, I have oF! him ſay a thouſand times, 


His Julia gave I him at his departure : 


Tho' his falle fifger have prophan'd the ring, 
Mine ſhall not co his Julia ſo much wrong. 
15 you. 


Jul. She tha 
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Sil. What ſay'it thou? 
Jul. I thank you, Madam, that you tender her; 

Poor gentlewoman, my maſter wrongs her much. 
Sil. Doſt thou know her ? 

Jul. Almoſt as well, as I do know myſelf. 

To think upon her woes, I do proteſt. 

That I have wept an hundred ſeveral times. ſher. 
Sil. Belike, ſhe thinks, that Protheus hath forſook 
Jul. I think, ſhe doth; and that's her cauſe of ſorrow, 
Sil. Is ſhe not paſſing fair? | 

oP She hath been fairer, Madam, than ſhe is: 

en ſhe did think, my maſter loy'd her well, 

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you. 

But ſince 2 did neglect her looking-glaſs, 

And threw her ſun-expelling maik away ; 

*The air hath ſtarv'd the roſes in her cheeks, 

And pitch'd the lilly-tincture of her face, 

That now ſhe is become as black as J. 3 
Sil. How tall was ſhe? 

Jul. About my ſtature : for at Pentecoft, 

When all our pageants of delight were plaid, - 

Our youth got me to play the woman's part, 

And I was trim'd in Madam Julia's gown ; 

Which ſerved me as fit, by all men's judgments, 

As if the garment had been made for me; 


* The air hath ſtarv'd the roſes in her cheeks, 

And pinch'd the lilly-tintture of her face. 

That now fhe is become as black as J.] To flarve the Roſes is cer- 
tainly a very proper Expreſhon: But what is pinching a Tintlure? 
Probably the Word ffarv's, made ſome Editors write pinck'd ; tho 
they might have ſeen that it was a tanning ſcorching, not a freez- 
ing Airthat was ſpoken of. For how could this latter Quality in the 
Air ſo affect the Whiteneſs of the Skin as to turn it black. There- 
fore we ſhould read, 

And pitch'd the lilly-tinfure of her face. 

i. e. turned the white Tincure black, as the following Line has it, 
That now ſhe is become as black as J. 
and we ſay, in common Speech, as black as Pitch. — By the Roſes 
being ffarv'd, is only meant their being withered, and loſing their 


Colour. 
There 


f erg 


A 
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Thereſore, I know, jhe is about my height. 
er; And at that time I made; her weep a- good, 
1, For I did play a lamentable part. 

Madam, 'twas Ariatme, paſioning 

For Theſeus' perjury and ut-uſt flight; 

Which I ſo lively acted wh my tears, 


ner. That my poor miſtreſs, moved therewithal, - 
ook Wept bitterly; and, would I might be dead, 
ow. If I in thought felt not h& very ſorrow ! 


Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth. 
Alas, poor lady ! eſolate and left! 
I weep myſelf, to tlfink upon thy words. 
Here, youth, there is my/purle ; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet miſtreſs' ſake, becauſe thou lov'ſt her. 


1 


Farewel. : Exit Silvia. 
Jul. And ſhe ſhall thank you for't, if e'er you 
know her. | | 


A virtuous gentlew@man, mild and beautiful, 
I hope, my je IO will be but cold; 
Since ſhe reſpects mi miſtreſs' love ſo much. 
Alas! how love car trifle with itſelf! 

Here is her picture; let me ſee; I think, 

If I had ſuch a tire, this face of mine 

Were full as lovely as is his of hers: 

And yet the painter flatt r'd her a little, 
Unleſs I flatter with myſeif too much. 

Her hair is auburn, ming is perfect yellow. 


. If that & all the di "rene in his love, 
4? F'll get me ſuch a co: vur'd periwig. 
0 Her eyes are grey as glaſs, and ſo are mine; 


Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine is high. 
What ſhould it be, that he reſpects in her, 
But I can make reſpective in myſelf, 
If this fond love were not a blinded god? 
Come, ſhadow, come; a id take this ſhadow up; 
For tis thy rival. O th u ſenſeleſs form, 
Thou ſhalt be worſhip'd | kiſs'd, lov'd and ador'd; 
And were there " in his idolatry, 

| | UT M/ 
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My ſubſtance ſhould be ftatued in thy Read. 

III uſe thee kindly for thy miſtreſs' ſake, 

That us'd me ſo; or elſe, by Jove I vow, 

I ſhould have ſcratch'd out your unſeeing eyes, 
To make my maſter out of love with thee. {| Exit. 


— 


rer. SCENE T1 
Near the Friar's Cell, in Milan. 


Enter Eglamour. 


Es 


EcLAMOUR. 


f E ſun begins to gild the weſtern ſky, 

And now it is about the very hour 

Silvia, at Friar Patrick's cell, ſhould meet me. 
She will not fail; for lovers break not hours, 
Unleſs it be. to come before their time : 

So much they ſpur their expedition. 

See, where the comes. Lady, a happy evening. 


Enter Silvia. 


Sil. Amen, Amen! Go on, good Eglamour, 
Out at the poſtern by the abby-wall; | 
I fear, I am attended by ſome ſpies. 

Egl. Fear not; the foreſt is not three leagues off; 
If we recover that, we'er ſure enough. Exeunt. 


A SCENE II. 
\ Changes to an Apartment in the Duke's Palace. 
Enter Thurio, Protheus, and Julia, 


Thu. = IR Protheus, what ſays Silvia to my ſuit ? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 


r My ſubſtance ſhould be ſtatue in thy Aead.] It is evident this Noun 
ſhould be a Participle, flatued; i. e. * on a Pedeſtal, or fixed in 


And 


2 Shrine to be adored. 


An 


OA 


unt. 


as, 


un 
in 


nd 
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And yet ſhe takes exceptions at your perſon. 


Thu. What, that my leg i is too long? 
Pro. No; that it is too little. 


Thu. I'll wear a boot to nake it ſomewhat rounder. 


Pro. But love will not bf ſpurr'd to what it loaths. 
Thu. What ſays ſhe bby face ? 

Pro. She ſays, it is a fAr one. gi: 

Thu. Nay, then the wayton lies y face is black. 
Pro. But pearls are fairy and the old laying 1 is. 


% Black men are pearls 1 in beauteous ladies eyes.” 


Jul. Tis true, ſuch pearls as put out ladies' eyes: 


For I had rather wink, tt in look on them. [Afide. 


Thu. How likes ſhe my liſcourſe? 
Pro. Ill, when you tal, of war. 


Tulu. But well, when I iſcourſe of love and * 


Jul. But better, indeed when you hold your peace. 
Thu, What ſays ſhe t valour? 

Pro. Oh, Sir, ſhe makes no doubt of that. 

Jul, She needs not, when ſhe knows it cowardice. 
Thu. What ſays ſhe to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 

Jul. True; from a gentleman to a fool, 

Thu. Conſidezsthe my poſſeſſions? 0 
Pro. Oh, ay, and pities hem. 

Thu. Wherefore? | 

Jul. That ſuch an aſs "Fi own them, 


Pro. That they are ou leaſe. 
Jul, Here comes the Jute 


Ente 


Lon 
- Dube; How now, Sir Protheus? how now, Thurio? 
Which of you ſaw * of late? 


Thu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Saw you my daughter? 
Pro. Neither. 1 


Duke. Why then 


She's fled unto that peafant Valentine ; 


1 And 


* 


| MOTT, |; 
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And Eglamour is in her company. 
Tis true; for Friar Laurence met them both. + Fear 
As he in penance wander'd through the foreſt : 
Him he knew well, and gueſs'd that it was ſhe; 
But, being maſk'd, he was not ſure of it. 

Beſides, ſhe did intend confeſhon 
At Patrick's cell this Ev'n, and there ſhe was not: 
Theſe Iikelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, ſtand not to diſcourſe, 

But mount you preſently, and meet with me 
Upon the riſing of the mountain-foot 

That leads tow'rds Mantua, whither they are fled. 
Diſpatch. ſweet gentlemen,and follow me. | ExitDuke, U 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peeviſh girl, 1 

That flies her fortune where it follows her: 


I'll after, more to be reveng'd of Eglamour, * 
Than for the love of reckleſs Silvia. l : 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvia's love, © 1 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. on 


Jul. And I will follow, moxe to croſs that love, 


Than hate for Silvia, that is gonè for love. [Exeunt, = 

Wh 

S'CENE III. The 

£ | Has 

5 Changes to the Foreſt. The 

Enter Silvia and Out-laws. 'To 

Out. pen E, come, be patient; we muſt bring you Wi 
to our Captain. 3 

Sil. A thouſand more Miſchances. than this one. | 

Have learn'd me how to brook this patiently. T 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 1 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman, that was with her? Th 

3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run us; va 

But Moyſes and Valerius follow him. 4 


Go thou with her to th' weſt end of the wood, | A 
There 1s our captain: follow him, that's fled. , 
The thicket is heſet, he cannot 'ſcape. : 

2 Uut. 


uke. 


Ou 


ne, 


er? 
18; 


ut. 
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1 Out. Come, I muſt brin Mou to our captain's cave. 
Fear not; he bears an honourable mind, 


And will not uſe a woman lawlelsly. | 
Sil. O Valentine! this 1 1 for thee. \ Exeunt. 


63 
The Out-laws Cage in the Foreſt 
Enter V lentine | 
Tal. OW uſe doth brted a habit in a man! 


| This ſhadowy delart, unfrequented woods, 


I better brook than flouriſſ ing peopled towns, 


Here can I fit alone, unſee of any, 
plaining notes 


And to the nightingale's 4. 


Tune my diſtreſſes, and reggrd my woes. 

0 thou, that doſt inhabit H my breaſt, 

Leave not the manſon ſo long tenantleſs; 
Leſt, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was. 

Repair me with thy preſence, Silvia; 

Thou gentle nymph, cheriſh thy forlòôrn ſwain. 
What hallo'ing, and what tir, is this to day? 
Theſe are my mates, that make their wills their law, 
Have ſome unhappy n e in chaſe. 
They love me well, yet I have much to do 


'To keep them from uncivt|,outrages. 


Withdraw thee, Valentine : vho's this comes here? 
Enter Protheus, Silvia, and Julia. 


Pro. Madam, this ſervicd Have I done for vou. 
Thoꝰ you reſpect not auglit your ſervant doth) 
To hazard lite, and reſcue you from him, 
That wou'd have forc'd your honour and your love. 
Vouchſafe me for my meed but one fair look: 
A ſmaller boon than this I cannot beg, 
And leſs than this, I'm ſu e, you cannot give. 

Val. How like a dream this, I ſee, and hear! 


a | Love 
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Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. [Aſige, 


Sil. O miſerable, unhappy that I am ! 

Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I came; 
But by my coming I have made [you happy. 

Sil. By thy approach thou mak'ft me moſt unhappy. 


Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your preſence, 
[ Aſide, 


Sil. Had I been ſeized by an hungry lion, 
1 would have been a breakfaſt to the beaſt, 
Rather than have falſe Protheus reſcue me. 
Oh, heav'n be judge, how I love Valentine, 
Whoſe life's as tender to me as my ſoul; 
And full as much, for more there cannot be, 
I do deteſt falſe perjur d Protheus : 
Therefore be gone, ſollicit me no more. 
Pro. What dang'rous action, ſtood it next to death, 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 
Oh, tis the curſe in love, and ſtill approv'd, 
When women cannot love, where they're belov'd. 


Sil. When Protheus cannot love, where he's belov'd. 


Read over Julia's heart, thy firſt beſt love, 
For whoſe dear fake thou then qdid{t rend thy faith 
Into a thouſand oaths; and all thoſe oaths 
Deſcended into perjury, to love me. 
Thou haſt no faith left now, unleſs thou'dſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none: better have none 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one. 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend! 

Pro. In love, 
Who reſpects friend ? 

Sil. All men but Protheus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle ſpirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form; 
I'll move you like a ſoldier, at arms end, 
And love you 'gainſt the nature of love; force you, 

Sil. Oh heav'n! 

Fro. III force thee yield to my 4 

Val 


p 
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Ude. Val. Ruffian, let go that zude uncivil touch, 
Thou friend of an ill faſni n! 
; Pro Valentine ! 
Tal. Thou common 


py. love; | 

nce. He ch: is a friend nov #Mhou treach'rous man! 
hou haſt beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye 

Could have — me. Now I dare not ſay, 

I have one friend alive; thou wouldſt diſprove me. 

Who ſhould be trufted now, when the right hand 

Is perjur'd to the boſom ? Protheus, 

I'm ſorry, 1 muſt never #alt thee more, 

But count the world a ſtra iger for thy ſake. 

The private wound is deep, ſt. Oh time, moſt accurſt! 

Mongſt all foes, that a friind ſhould be the worſt! 

th, Pro. My ſhame and ailß confound me: 

Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty ſorrow . 

Be a : ſufficient ranſom or offence. 


l. | tender! t here; I do 7 truly ſuffer, 


101 that's without faith or 


Vd. As e'er I did commit 
Val. Then I am paiG: | 
th And once again 1 do teceive thee honeſt. 
Who by repentance is not fatisfy'd, 
Is nor of heav'n, nor garth; for theſe are pleas'd; 
By penitence th' Eternal” swrath' s appeas d. 
ne And that my love may appear plain and free, 
All, that was mine in prey I give thee. 
Jul. Oh me unhappy ! | 
Pro. Look to the b 
Val. Why, boy! 8. r ow? what's the matter? 
look up; ſpeak. 85 - 
Jul, O good Sir, wy me er charg'd me to deliver 
a ring to Madam Silvia, N 12 out of my neglect, 
was never done. 


Pro. Where is e y? 


[ Swoons, 


— 


Us 


Jul, Here 'tis: th$ is i 
Pro. How? let me.ſee:*© 
This is the ring I gave to Julia. 


i Jul. 
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Jul. Oh, cry your mercy, Sir, I have miſtook ; 


This is the ring you {ent to Silvia. 


Pro. How cam'ſt thou by this ring? at my dle part, 
I gave this unto Julia. 
Jul. And Julia herſelf did give it me. 
And Julia herfelf hath brought it hither. 
Pro. How, Julia? ; 
Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 
And entfrtain'd em deeply in her heart: 
How oft hath thou with perjury cleft the root? 
Oh Protheus, let this habit make thee bluſh ! 
Be thou aſham d, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodeſt rayment: if ſhame live 
In a diſguile of love. 
It is the leſſer blot, modeſty finds, 
Women to change their ſhapes, than men their minds. 
Pro. Than men their minds? 'tis true; oh heav'n! 
were man 
But conſtant, he were perfect; that one error 
Fills him with faults; makes him run through all ſins: 
Inconſtancy falls off. ere it begins. 
What is in Silvia's face, but I may ſpy 
More ſreſh in Julia's with a conſtant eye? 
Val. Come. come. a hand from either: 
Let me be bleſt to make this happy cloſe; 
"T were pity, two ſuch friends ſhould long be foes. 
Pro. Bear witneſs, heav'n, I have my with for ever. 


Jul. And I mine. 


SCENE VV. 
> 
Enter Out-laws, with Duke and Thurio. 
Out. A Prize, a prize, a prize! 
Vat. Forbear, forbcar, it is my lord the Duke. 
Your Grace 1s welcome to a man diſgrac' d, 


Ihe baniſh'd Valentine, 
Duke. Sir Valentine? 


Tuu. 


Dart 


ads, 


5 


n! 


ns: 


Ae. 


* 
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Thu. Yonder 1s Si 14 : aft Silvia's mine. 


Val. Thurio, give hack; or elſe embrace thy death: 


Come not within t meaſf re of my wrath. 

Do not name Silvia thine; if once again, 

Milan ſhall not behold theez Here ſhe ſtands, 

Take but poſleſhon $f her with a touch ; 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love, 
Thu. Sir Valentine, I care ot lor her, I. 

I hold him but a fol. that vill endanger 

His body for a girlfthat oF him not. 

| claim her not; ard therehre ſhe is thine. 
Duke. The more aer we e and baſe art thou, 

To make ſuch means for her as thou haſt done, 

And leave her on ſych fligh conditions. 

Now. by the honogtr of my! inceſiry, 

I do applaud thy ſpirit, Vale: tine. 

Aud think thee wo thy of 41 empreſs love: 

Know then, 1 —_ orget oy os griefs ;- 

Cancel all givdge f Krepeal the home again, 

Plead a new ſtate 111 thy un? al'd merit, 


To which I thus nan, and ir Valentine, 


Thou art a gentlerJan, and yell derivd; 
Take thou thy Sia. for thaw haſt deſery'd her. 


Val. 1 thank your Grace; : an gift hath made me 


ha 
I now 5 you, for your laughter) s ſake, 
To grant one boon that I HII alk of you. 
Duke. I grant itFor thine gwn, whate'er it be. 
Val. Theſe banifa'd men, that I have kept withal, 
® men endu'd With worthy. qualities: 
Forgive them hit they have committed here, 
and let them be yecall'd from their exile. 
They are reformM, civil, full of good, 
And fit for great: Employment, worthy lord. 

Duke, Thou hal: prevail'd, I pardon them and thee; 
Diſpoſe of them, as thou kn wet their deſerts. 
Come, let us go zwe will inglude all jars | 
by ith triumphs, 5 mirth, * A lolemnity. 

701. I ie 


Val. 


— — —— — — — — 
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Val. And as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our diſcourſe to make your Grace to ſmile. 
What think you of this Page, my lord ? 

- Duke. I think, the boy hath grace in him; he 
bluſnes. 

Val. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy. 

Duke. What mean you by that ſaying? 

Val. Pleaſe you, I'll tell you as we pals along, 
That'you will wonder what hath fortuned. 

Come, Protheus, tis your penance but to hear 
The ſtory of your loves diſcovered : 
That done, our day of marriage ſhall be yours, 
One feaſt, one houſe, one mutual happineſs. 
| [ Exeunt om nes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


SIR John Falſtaff. 


Fenton, a young Gentleman of ſmall J. ortune, in Love with 


Mrs. Anne Page. 

Shallow, a Country Juſtice. 
Slender, Couſin to Shallow. a fooliſh, Country Squire, 
— ö two Gentlemen, dwelling at Windſor, 
Sir Hugh Evans, a Welch Parſon. | 
Dr. Caius, a French Dodtor. 
Hoſt of the Garter, a- merry talking Fellow. 
Bardolph, | 
Piſtol, Sharpers attending on Falſtaff. 
Nym, 
| Robin. Page to Falſtaff. 
William Page, a Boy, Son to Mr. Page. 
Simple, Servant to Slender. ET 
Rugby, Servant to Dr. Caius. / Se 

[ 7 er 
Mrs. Page, Wife to Mr. Page. or 
Mrs. Ford, Wife to Mr. Ford. 
Mrs. Anne Page, Daughter to 

Fenton. 

Mrs. Quickly, Servant to Dr. Caius. 


in love witli 


4 


Servants to Page, Ford, &c. 


SCENE, Windſor: and the Parts adjacent. 


THE 


” 


* 


'e with 


wit! 


HE 


; 
le BARN ISIS ener 


T H E - 


"WS 1 


* 


N on I. $QENE 1. 
_ Page's Houſe in Windſor. 


Enter Juſtice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans. 


SHALLOW, 
IR Hught perſuade me not; I will make a Star- 
Chamber matter of it: if he were twenty Sir John 
Falſlaffs, he ſhall not abuſe Robert Shallow, Eſq; 
Sen. In the county of Glouceſter, juſtice of peace, 
and Coram. 


Shal. Ay, gu Slender, and Cuſtalorum. 


Slen. Ay, And Rato-lorum too; and a gentleman 
born, maſteyj parſon, who writes himſelf Armigero in 
any bill, war ant, quittance, or obligation; Armigero. 

Shal. Ay, at J do, and have done any time theſe 
three hundred years. 

Sen. All his ſucceſſors, gone before him, have 
don't and a | his anceſtors. that come after him, may ; 
they may giye the dozen white luces in their Coat. 


* This Play was written in the Author's beſt and ripeſt Years» 
aſter Henry the Furth, by che command of Queen Elizabeth. There 
is a tradition ti it was compoled at a Fortnight's Warning: But 
that mult be ment only of the lirſt imperſect Sketch of this Comedy, 
which is yet extfnt in an old Quarto Edition printed in 1619. This 
which we havehere was altered and improved by the Aut hor almoſt 
in every Speeck | | Mr. Pope. 

x Ke Tt: 
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Shal. It is an old Coat. 

Eva. The dozen white lowſes do become an old 
coat well; it agrees well, paſlaut; it is a familiar 
beaſt to man, and ſignifies love. | 

Shal. The luce is the freſh-hſh, the ſalt-fiſh is an 
old Coat. 

Slen. I may quarter, coz. 

Shal. You may by marrying. ' 

Eva. It is anarring, indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a what. 

Eva. Yes, per-lady; if he has a quarter of you 
coat, there is but three ſkirts for yourſelf, in my lim- 
ple conjectures; but that is all one: if Sir John Tal 
ſtaſf have committed diſparagements upon you, I 
am of the Church, and would be glad to do my be- 
nevolence, to make atonements and compromiſes 
between you. 

Shal. The Council ſhall hear it; it is a riot. 

Eva. It is not meet, the Council hear of a riot; 
there is no fear of Got in a riot; the Council, look 
you, {hall deſire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 
hear a riot; take your viza-ments in that. 

Shal, Ha! o' my life, if I were young again, the 
{word ſhould end it. ome 

Eva. It 1s petter that friends is the ſword, and end 
it; and there is alſo another/device in my prain, 
which. peradventure, prings good diſcretions with 
it: there is Anne Page, which is daughter to matter 
George Page, which 1s pretty virginity. 

Slen. Miſtreſs Anne Page? the has brown hair, and 
{peaks ſmall like a woman. 


Eva. It is that ferry perſon for all the orld, as juſt | 


as you will deſire; and ſeven hundred pounds of 
monies, and gold and ſilver, is her grandſire upon 
his death's-bed (Got deliver to a joyful reſurrections) 
give, when ſhe is able to overtake ſeventeen years 


old: it were a good motion, if we leave our pribbles 
| and 


1 old 


niliar 


is an 


„our 
ſim- 
Tal. 

a: 1 

be- 

üſes 


lot; 
0k 


he 


th 
ler 
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and prabbles, and deſire a marriage between malter 
dbralam and miſtreſs Anne Page, 

Sen. Did her Ec ſire leave her _ hundred 
pounds ? 

Eva. Ay. and he father is * 2 her a petter penny. 

Heu. I know t thej'oung you! woman; ſhe has good 


gifts. 
Eva. Seven hunflred poundy and pollibilitien 18 


good gifts. 4 


hal. Well; let ils lee hone Mr. Page : is Falſtaff 
there ? 1 | 

Eva. Shall I tell you a lie? I do deſpiſe a liar, as 
I do deſpiſe one at is falſe; or as i deſpiſe one 
chat is not true. I Knight, Sir John, is there; and, 
[ beſeech you, be fuled by your well-wiſhers. I will 
peat the door [Knots] for maſter Page. e hoa? 


Got bleſs your hot ſe. here. 4 
8 C E N E I. 
Enter Mr. 
Page. H O's there? 


Eva. Here is Got's pleſſing, and your 
friend, and Jultic$hallow ; and here's young maſter 
Slender ; that, per? | Iventures, jhall tell you another 
tale, if matters grow to your likings. 

* Page. Iam glad o ſee your worſhips well. I thank 

ou for my veniſof, maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Maſter* Pagg, I am glad to fee you; much 
good do it your gdod heart: I wiſh'd your veniſon 
better; it was ill Till'd. How doth good miſtreſs 
Page? and L thank you ws 4 with my heart, la; 
with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I tha ik you. 

Shal. Sir, I thark you; by yea, and no, I do. 

Page. I am glagto ſee you, good maſter Slender. 

Slen, How do your fallow greyhound, Sir? I 


heard ſay, he wagout-run on Cofſale. 
0 L 4 Page. 


— 


* : : 


7 
* 


5 
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Page. It could not be judg'd, Sir. 

Slen. You ll not conſeſs, you'll not confeſs. 

Skal. That he will not; 'tis your fault, tis your 
fault; tis a good dog. 

Page. A cur. Sir. 

Shal. Sir, he's a good dog, and a fair dog; can 
there be more ſaid? he 1s good and fair, Is Sir Jotn 
Falſtaff here ? 

Page. Sir he is within; and I would, I could do a 
good office between you. 

Eva. It is ſpoke, as a chriſtians ought to ſpeak. 

Shal. He hath wrong'd me, maſter Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in ſome fort confeſs it. 

Shal. If it be confeſs'd, it is not redreſs'd; is not 
that ſo, -maſter Page? he hath wrong'd me; indeed. 
he hath; at a word, he hath; believe me, Robert 
Shallow Eſquire ſaith, he is wrong'd. 

Page. Here comes Sir John. 


S GENE III. 


Enter Sir John Falſtaff, Bardolph, Nym and Piſtol. 


Ao. maſter SHallou, you'll complain of me 
to the King? 
Shal. Knight, you have beaten my men, kill'd my 


deer, and broke open my lodge. 


Fal. But not kifs'd your keeper” s daughter. 
Shal. Tut, a pin; this ſhall be anſwer'd. 


Fal. 1 will anſwer it ſtrait; I have done all this. 


That is now anſwer'd. 
Sal. The Council ſhall know this. 
Fal. Twere better for you, if 'twere not known in 
Council; you'll be laugh'd at. 
Eva. Fauca verba, Sir John, good worts. 
Fal. Good worts? good cabbage. Slender, I broke 
our head; what matter have you againſt me? 
Slen. Marry, Sir, I have matter in my head againſt 
vou, 


your 
* can 
r John 
do a 
21k. 

S Not 


lecd, 
dobert 


tol. 


me 
| my 
his. 
in 


oke 


inſt 
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you, and againſt your cony-catching-raſcals Bardolph, 


Mu, and Piſiol. 
Bar. You Banbgy cheeſe 


Slen. Ay, it why matter. 


Piſt. How nows; Mephoſtophilus? ? 
Sleu. Ay, it is no matter. 
Mm. Slice, I. tay; pence, pauca : lice, that's my 


humour. 


Slen. Where's Simple, my | an? can 13 tell. cou- 
fin? 
Eva. Peace: 


pray you : : - let us „i 
there is three uWpires in thigmatter, as I underſtand; 
that is, maſter Pipe; fidelicet, maſter Page; and there 
is myſelf: fidelice, 2 and the three party is, 
laſtly and finally, mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Page. We three to hear it, and end it between 
them. | * 

Eva, Ferry ggot; I will make a prief of it in my 
note-hook, and we will afterwards ork upon the cauſe 
with as great q. ſcreetly as we can. 

Tal. Pi, lol — 

Pit. He hear with ears. 

ths: The tevi«.and his tam! what phraſe is this, 
he hears with ear? why, it is affectations. 

Tal. Pijiol, did you pick maſter Slender's purſe ? 

Slen. Ay, by; heſe gloves, did he; (or I would I 
might never cage in mine. gun great chamber again 
elſe.) of ſeven Froats in mi [-ſixpences, and two Ed- 
ward hovel-boahls, that col. me two ſhillings and two 
pence a- piece q ' Yead Mille by theſe gloves. 

Fal. Is this tue, 2 7 

Eva. No; its falle, if Mis a pic purſe. 


Pit. Ha, th monntairgoreigner ! 
and malt . 


mine. = 
I Combat cha 


4 


Sir John 


enge of this latten bilboe: 
Word of deni ul i in thy Labra's here; 
Word of dend; froth and ſcum, thou ly'ſt. 
Slen. By the k gloves; then 'twas he. 
ES | Mm. 


0 
4 
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Mm. Be advis'd, Sir, and paſs good humours: I 
will ſay marry trap with you, if you ran the baſe 
humour on me; that is the. very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat then, he in the red face had it; 
for tho' I cannot remember what I did when you 


made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an als. Se 
Fal. What ſay you, Scarlet and John? | 
Bard. Why, Sir, for my part, I ſay, the gentle- 
man had drunk himſelf out of his hve ſentences. He 
Eva. It is his five ſenſes: fie, what the ignorance ws 
is! N 
Bard. And being fap, Sir, was, as they ſay, ca- 
ihier'd; and ſo concluſions paſt the gzreires. 0 
Slen. Ay, you ſpake in Latin then too; but 'tis ak 
no matter; Ill never be drunk whilſt ] live again, | 
j but in honeſt, civil, godly company, for this trick : wy 
1 if I be drunk, I'll be drunk with thoſe that have the hy 
119 fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 
{iid} Eva. So Got udg me, that is a virtuous mind. 
1:4 Fal. You hear all theſe maiters deny'd, gentlemen; 1 
. you hear it. 
18:4 
I 7 Enter Mrs. Anne Page, with wine. 
1 Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we 1 a 
bk drink within. [Exit Anne Page. N 
if | Slen. Oh heav'n! this is miſtreſs Anne Page. | 
: | 6 | Enier Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. h 
14 | Page. How now, miſtreſs Ford ? | 


Fal. Miſtreſs Ford, by my troth, you are very well : 
met; by your leave, good miſtreſs, King her. 
Page. Wife. bid theſe gentlemen welcome: come, 


1 —_—_— —_ 
2 * 
— * 2 
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we have a hot veniſon paſty to dinner; come, gen- 4 
tlemen; I hope, we Ihall drink down all unkindncls. 
art tor Page, Ec. . 


SCENE: Nl 


. 
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1 'f 
baſe i 8 CEN IV. 

d it; Manent * Evans, and Slender. 
you 


Len. J Had rathe i than fort ſhillings, I had my 
book of ſa os and ſo mets here. 

Enter Sin dle. 

How now, Simple, here hav! you been? I muſt wait 

on myſelf, muſt I? you havFhot the book of riddles 

about you, have ygu? 

Sp. Book of ddles ! why, did you not lend it 
to Alice Shortcake upon All-hallowmas laſt, a fortnight 
afore Michaclmas. F. 5 

Shal. Come, cot; come, coz; we flay for you: a 
""'Þ word with you, ez : marry this, coz: there is, as 
'twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar off by 
Sir Hugh here; do ou underſtand me? 

Hen. Ay, Sir, you ſhall find me reaſonable: if it 
be ſo, I ſhall do chi that is reaſon. 


18 Shal. Nay. but upderſtand me. 
Slen. So I do, SF. 5 
| Eva. Give ear tFhis moti ons, Mr. Slender: I will 
1] deſcription the mFtter to bu. if you be càpacity 
of it. 
2 Slen, Nay, 1 vita. as My couſin Shallow ſays: 
I pray you, pardo! 1 me; if a Juſtice of peace in 


his country, ſimple tho' I ſtand here. 
Eva. But that i; not the queſtion; the queſtion is 
11 concerning your avg 

Shal. Ay, ther} s the po Sir. 

Eva. Marry, is it; ; the Fry point of it, to Mis. 
hi Anne Page. 7 
Slen. Why, if it he ſo, I vill marry her upon any 

reaſonable demands. 5 
Eva. But can Mu affecti n the omanꝰ let us com- 

mand to know that of you. mouth, or of your lips; 
bor divers philoſc . ol. 4 that the lips is parcel of 
\ the 


5 
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the mind: therefore preciſely, can you carry your 
good Will to the maid? 

Shal. Couſin Abraham Slender, can you love her? 

Slen. T hope, Sir, I will do, as it ſhall become one 
that would do reaſon. 

Eva. Nay, Got's lords and his ladies, you muſt 
ſpeak poſſitable, if you can carry her your deſires to- 
wards her. 

Shal. That you muſt; will you, upon good oY 
marry her? 

Slen. I will do a greater thing than that upon your 
requeſt, couſin, in any realon. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, ſweet coz: 
what I do, 1s to pleaſure you, coz; can you love 
the maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her, Sir, at your requeſt : but if 
there be no great love in the beginning, yet heavn 
may decreaſe it upon better acquaintance, when we 
are marry'd, and have more occaſion to know one 
another: I hope. upon familiarity will grow more 
contempt; but if you ſay, marry her, I will marr 
her, that I am freely diſſolved, and diſſolutely. 

Eva. It 1s a ferry diſcretion anſwer, ſave, the faul' 
is in th ort d:/ſolutely: the ort is. according to our 
meaning, reſolutely; his meaning is good. 

Shal. Ay, I think, my couſin meant well. 
Slen. Ay, or elſe I would I might be hang d. la. 


BPV. 


Enter Miſireſs Anne Page. 


Shal. LI ERE comes fair miſtreſs Anne: would 1 
were young for your ſake, miſtreſs Anne. 


fires your worſhip s company. 

Shal. I will wait on him, fair miſtreſs Anne. 

Eva. Od's pleſſed will, I wall not be abſence at the 
Grace. | Exeunt Shallow and Evans. 
Anne. 


Anne. The dinner 1s on the table ; my father de- 


wh bd +» hams — — 


Slen. No. 
very well. 
Anne. The din er attends you, Sir. 
Slen. Jam not +-hungr . I thank you, forſooth. 
Go, Sirrah, for al you arg my man, go wait upon 


I e youg forſooth, — I am 


my couſin Shallow } | Exit Simple. ] A Jullice of peace 


ſometime may be beholden to his friend for a man. 
I keep but three men and a boy yet, till my mother 
be dead; but w. though, yet I live hke a poor 
gentleman born.“ 

Anne. I may nft go in without your worſhip; they 
will not fit. till bu come 

Slen. I faith, i 11 eat thing; I thank you as 
much as though'! did. . 

Anne. I pray you. Sir, {walk in. 

Shen. I had rather walk! ere, I thank you: I bruis'd 
my thin th'other day with playing at fword and dag- 
ger with à maſterpt by aß three veneys for a diſh of 

ew d' prunes; a troth, I cannot abide the 
ſmell of hot me; | by 5 Why do your dogs bark 
ſo? be there beafs i'th' # 

Sir; I heard them talk d 


Anne. I think, there au9 


of. d | 

Slen. I love the ſport Hi bat I ſhall as ſoon quar- 
rel at it as any man in Mgland. You are afraid, if 
you ſee the bear looſe. are you not? 

Anne. Ay, indggd, Sir. N 

Slen. That's mt and drink to me now; I have 
ſeen Sackerſon Fon twenty times, and have taken him 
by the chain: I warrant you, the women have 
0 cry'd and ſhriel d at it, that it paſt : but women, 
indeed, cannot abide ' cn they are very ill-fayour'd 
rough things. | 


Enter . . Pa ge. 


Ir. Slender, come; we Tay 
15 
1 


Page. Come, . 


for yOu, 
8 
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Slen. T'll eat nothing, I thank you, Sir. 
Tage. By cock and pye, you ſhall not chuſe, Sir; 
come, come. 
Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 
Page. Come on, Sir. 


Slen. Miſtreſs Anne, yourſelf ſhall go firſt, 
Anne. Not I, Sir; pray you, keep on. 


Slen. Truly. Iwill not go lirſt, truly-la: I will not 


do you that wrong. 
Anne. I pray you, Sir. 


Slen. I'll rather be unmannerly, than troubleſome; 


you do yourſelf wrong, indeed-la. 


Ss C34 NE VE; 
Re-enter Evans and Simple, 


[ Exeunt, 


Eva. = your ways, and afk of Doctor Caius' houſe 


which 1s the Way; and there dwells one 


miſtreſs Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurſe, 


or his dry nurſe, or his cook, or his laundry, his 
waſher, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, Sir. 

Eva. Nay. it is petter yet; give her this letter; for 


it is a oman that altogethers acquaintance with miſtreſs. 


Anne Page; and the letter is to deſire and require her 
to ſollicit vour maſter's deſires to miſtreſs Anne Page: 
I pray you, be gone ; 1 will make an end of my din- 
ner; there's pippins and cheele to come. 

" [Exeunt ſeverally. 


S CE NE VII. 


Changes to the Garter-Inn. 81 
Enter Falſtaff, Hoſt, Bardolph, Nym, Piſtol and Robin, 


ra. M INE hoſt of the garter, 
Hoſt. What ſays my e rock ? ſpeak 


[chollarly, and wiſely. 
Tal. 


ah 


ot 


oo Cd 


Www 
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Tal. Truly, mine hoſt, I muſt turn away ſome of 
my followers. \ 

Hoſt. Diſcard, buy Hellus W let them 
wag; trot, trot. 4 

Fal. I fit at ten ppunds a week. 

Hoſt. Thou'rt e Cæſar. Keiſar and Phea- 
zar. I will entertaifÞ Bardolph, he ſhall draw, he ſhall 
tap; «ſaid J well, bully Hedor? 

Fal. Do ſo, good mine Höft. 


Hofe. I have ſpoke, let follow; let me ſee thee 
ſroth, and live: I am at * follow. 


4 [Exit Hoſt. 

al. Bardolþh, follow him; ia tapſter is a good trade: 

an old cloak makes new jerkin; a wither d ſerving- 
man, a weſh tapſte*; go, adieu. 

Bard. It is a life hat I hive deſir'd: I will thrive. 

J [ Exit Bard. 


Pijt. O baſe 1 21 w zht, wilt thou the ſpigot * 

wield ? * 

Mm. He was gaſten in | oh is not the humour 

conceited? His mihd is not heroic, and there's the 

humour of it. FO 
Tal. I am glad, \ am ſo quit of this tinderbox ; 

his thefts were == his filching was like an un- 

thy 


ſkilful finger, he kgpt not time. 
m. The good Humour is to ſteal at aminute's reſt, 
Piſt. Convey, t _ it call: ſeal? foh; a pcο 
for the phraſe! |, 
Fal. Well, Sirs, if am a moſt out at heels. 
Piſt. Why then, let kihes enſue. 
4 Fal. There is no 1 I muſt conycatch, I muſt 
it. 
Piſt. Voung ravens muſt have food. 
Tal. Which of you know Ford of this town? 
Paſt. J ken the Might, he is of ſubſtance good. 
Tal. My honeſty ads, will tell you what I am 
about, 6 
Piſt. Two yards ad more. 


1 4 


f Fal, 
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Fal. No quips now, Piſtol: indeed, I am in the 
waſte two yards about; but I am now about no walle, 
I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to make love 
to Ford's wife: I ſpy entertainment in her; the dif. 
courles, ſhe carves. the gives the leer of invitation; I 
can conſtrue the action of her familiar ſtile, and the 
ms voice of her behaviour, to be engliſh'd right, 

„I am Sir John Faſtaft 's. 

"Bil. He back ſtudy'd her well, and tranſlated her 
out of honeſty into Engliſh, 

Mm. The anchor 1s deep; will that humour pals? 

Fal. Now, the report goes, ſhe has al! the rule of 
her hulband's purſe : ſhe hath a legion of angels. 

Pift. As many devils entertain; and to her, boy, 
ſay 1. 

. The humour riſes; it is good; humour me 
the angels. 

Tal. J have writ me here a letter to her; and here 
another to Fage's wife, who even now gave me good 
eyes too, examin d my parts with moſt judicious 
* oeillades; ſometimes, the beam of her view guilded 
my foot; ſometimes, my portly belly, 

Pijt. Then did the ſun on diung-hili ſhine. Aſide. 

Mm. I thank thee for that lumour. 

Fal. O ihe did ſo courle o'er my exteriors with ſuch 
a greedy intention, that the appetite of her cye did 
ſeem to ſcorch me up like a burning-glals. Here's 
another letter to her; the bears the purſe too: ſhe 
is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. +I will 
be Cheater to them both, and they ſhall be Exche- 
quers to me; they hall be my Eaſt po Weſt-Indtes, 
and I will trade to them both. Go, bear thou this 


& moſt judicious iliads;] Read oeilfudes, glances. French. Mr. Popes 


+ I will be Cheater do them bol, and they ſhall be Exchequers to me ; | 
The ſame Joke is intended here, as in the ſecond Part of Henry the 
fourth, Act 2. — Twill bar no Lone Man my Houſe,” nor no Cheater, - - 
By which is meant F/cheatours, an Officer in the Exchequer, in no 
good Repute with the common People. 


letter 


* 
* 4 ' y 
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letter to miſtreſs Page; an thou this to miſtreſs Ford: 
* 2 thrive, Ilac's, we „ill thrive. 
. Shall I Sir: Pandar! of Troy become, 
(th by my fide wear Rez? then, Lucifer take all! 
Mm. I will run; zno bM humour; here, take the 
humour-letter, IV 1 keep the haviour of reputation. 
Tal. Hold, Sirrah, beat you theſe letters tightly, 
Saillike my pinnace to theſe golden ſhores.|ToRobin. 
Rogues, hence, aväunt! vaniſh like hail-ftones, go; 
Trudge, plod away, o'th' hoof, ſeek ſhelter, pack! 
Falſtaff will learn 0 humour of the age, 
French thrift, you Psuett myſelf, and ſkirted page. 
[Eeeuxt Falſtaff and Boy. 


S CNE VIII. 


Pit. J ET vultures grige thy guts; for * gord and 


Tullam hol 
And high and * the rich and poor. 
Teſter I l have in ouch, when thou ſhalt lack, 


Baſe Phrygian, 00 [ 


Mm. 1 have operation in my head, 1 be hu- 


mours of revenge. 
Piſt. Wilt thou n 9 
Mm. By welkin, and cher 4M 


Piſt. With wit, ſteek 
1 55 humours, I: 


„m. With bot 
I will diſcuſs the H mour of this love to Ford. 


* — for gourd, and F Fam holds :- 

And high and low be Jules the rich and poor. Fullam is a cant Term 
for falle Dice, ktgh and dow. Torriano, in his Halian Dictionary, in- 
terprets HNſe by ſat iſe Dice, ig and low Men, high Fullams, and low 
Fullams. Jolxſon, in his Every Man out of his Humour, quibbles upon 
this cant Term. Who, A ſerveß He keeps high Men and low Men, 
le has a fair Living at Fullam. + As for Gourd, or rather Gord, it 


| was another Inſtrument ol Gaping, as appears form Beaumont and 


Flelther's Scornful Lady. + And thy dry Bones can reach at nothing now, 
but Gor Ds, or Nine · ping 
| Piſt. 
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Piſt. And I to Page ſhall eke unfold, 
How Falſtaff, varlet vile. | 
His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And has ſoft touch dehle. 
Mm. My humour ſhall not cool; I will incenſe 


= — * 
— — — — 


. o 
— — — 


— 
r — R229. 


yellownels; for the Revolt of Mien is dangerous : 
that is my true humour. 

. Pift. Thou art the Mars of male- contents: 1 ſecond 
thee ; troop on. | | Exeunt, 


SCENE IX. 


Changes to Dr. Caius's Houſe. 
Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, Simple, and John Rugby. 
Quic, W e John Rugby.” I pray thee, go to 


the caſement, and ſee if you can lee my 
maſter, maſter Doctor Caius, coming; if he do, 1'faith, 
and find any body in the houſe, here will be old abu- 
ling of God's patience, and the King's Engliſh. 

Rug. T'll go watch. Exit Rugby. 
| Quic, Go, and we'll have a poſſet fort ſoon at 
night, in faith, at the latter end of a ſea-coal fire. 
An honeſt, willing. kind fellow, as ever ſervant ſhall 
come in houſe withal; and, I warrant you, no tell- 
tale, nor no e ; * worſt fault is, that he 
is giv'n to 7 he is ſomething peeviſh that way; 
but no body but bas his fault; "but let that pals. 
Peter Simple, 8 ſay, your name is. 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quic. And maſter Slender's your maſter ? 

Sim. Ay, forlooth. 

Quic. Dbes he not wear a great round beard, like 
a glover's paring-knife? 

Sim. No, forſooth; he hath but a little wee-face, 
with a little yellow beard, a . colour'd beard. 


8 (utc, 


Ford to deal with poiſon; I will pollels him with 


nle 
1th 


US : 


nd 


nt. 
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Quic. A ſoftly-ſprightzd man, is he not? 

Sim. Ay, forfooth; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head; he hath 
fought with a warrener. 

uic. How ſay you? oh. I ſhould remember him; 

does he not hold up his head, as it were? and:{trut 
in his gate? . 

Sim. Yes, indeed, doeghe. 

Ouic. Well, heavn ſend Anne Page no worſe for- 
tune! Tell maſter parſort Evans, I'll do what I can 
lor your maſter : Anne if a good girl, and I wiſh— 


4 
Enter Rugby. 


2635 


Rug. Out, alas! here vomes my maſter. 

Quic. We ſhall all be ſhent; run in here, good 
oung man; go into this cloſet; | ſauts Simple in 
the cloſet. | He will not ſtay long. What, John Rugby! 
Jokn! what, John, I ſay; go, Jokn, go enquire for my 
maſter; I doubt, he be ngt well, that he comes not 
home: and down, down, 1 Nc. [ Sings. 


1 
S CE N E X. 


Enter Ddffor Caius. 


Caius, „ is you ſii g? I do not like des toys; 
pray you, gb and vetch me in my cloſet 
un boitier verd ; a box, agreen-a box; do infend vat 
I ſpeak? a green-a box. 
Ouic. Ay, forlooth, Il fetch it you. 
I am glad, he went nof in himfelf; if he had found 
the young man, he woy id have been horn- mad. ¶ Afide. 
Caius. Fe, fe. fe, fe, ma foi, il fait fort chaud; je men 
vais d la Cour—la grande affaire. 
Quick. Is it this, Sir. 
Caius. Ouy, mettez le au mon pocket; Depechez, 
quickly ; ver is dat knave Rugby! DVS. 
Onic. What, John Rugby! John! 
Rug. 


* 
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Rug. Here, Sir. 

Caius. You are John Rugby, and you are Jack Rugty; 
come, take-a your rapier, and come after my heel 
to the Court. 

Rug. Tis ready, Sir, here in the porch. 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long: od's me! Qu 
ay je oublie? dere is ſome ſimples in my cloſet, dat [ 
will not for the varld I ſhall leave behind. 

Quic. Ay-me, he'll find the young man there, and 
be mad. : 

Caius. O Diable, Diable! vat is in my cloſet ? vil- 
laine, Larron! Rugby, my rapier. 

[Pulls Simple out of the cloſet, 
Quic. Good maſter, be content. 
Caius. Wherefore ſhall I be content-a? 
uic. The young man is an honeſt man. 

Caius. What ſhall de honeſt man do in my cloſet? 

dere is no honeſt rhan, dat ſhall come in my cloſet, 

uic. I beleech you, be not ſo flegmatic; hear 
the truth of it. He came of an errand to me from 
parſon Hugh. 

Caius. Vell. 

Sim. Ay, ſorſooth, to defire her to— 

Quic. Peace, I pray you. | 

Caius. Peace-a your tongue, ſpeak-a your tale. 

Sim. To deſire this honeſt gentle woman your maid, 
to ſpeak a good word to miſtreſs Anne Page for my 
maſter in the way of marriage. 1 

Quic. This is all, indeed-la; but Fl never put my 
finger in the fire, and need not. 

Caius. Sir Hugh ſend-a- you? Rugby, baillez me ſome 
paper; tarry you a little-a-while. 

Quic. I am glad, he is lo quiet; if he had been 
thoroughly moved, you ſhould have heard him ſo 
loud, and {o melancholy : but notwithſtanding, man. 
I'il do for your maſter what good I can; and the 
very yea and the no is, the French Doctor my maſter. 
(1 may call him my maſter, look you, for I keep his 


houle. 


Pay 
A 
0 


- # - & 


ſ 
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houſe, and I waſh, wringg brew. bake. ſcour. dreſs 
meat and make the beds and do all myſelf.) 

Sim. "Tis a 22 chaige to come under one body's 
hand. | 
Quic. Are you a-vis'd 0'that? you ſhall find it a 
great charge ; andto benp early and down late. But 
notwithſtanding, to tell you in your ear, L would 
have no words of it, my maſter himſelf is in love 
with miſtreſs Anne Page; E it. notwithſtanding that, I 
know Anne's mind, that's, 1either here nor there. 

Caius. You jack napey/ give-a this letter to Sir 


Hugh; by gar, it is a ſhaflenge: I will cut his troat 


n the parke, and 1 will each a ſcurvy jack-a- nape 
prieſt to meddle or makes you may be gone; it 
is not good you tarry; here; by gar. I will cut all 
his two ſtones; by gaz, * ſhall not have a ſtone to 
trow at his dog. 

[Exit Simple. 

Nuic. Alas, he ſpeaks. but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter'a ver dat: do you not tell- 
ame, dat I ſhall have Anne Page for myſelf? by gar, I 
vill kill de jack prieſt; and I have appointed mine 
hoſt of de Jarterre to meaſtire our weapon; by gar, I, 
will myſelf have Anng Pc fe. 

uic. Sir. the maid floss vou, and all ſhall be well: 
we muſt give folks lellve 0 prate; what, the good- 
Jer! 9 

Cains. Rugby, come 1. Court with me; by 

gar, if I have not Anne Page, I ſhall turn your head 
out of my door;— follow my heels, Rugby. 
* ]Exeunt Caius and Rughy. 

Ouic. You ſhall Hve An ſool's head of your Own, 
No. I know Anne's mind for that; never a Woman 
in Windſor knows more of Anne's mind than I do, 
nor can do more than I do with her, I thank 
keav'n. 

Fent. within. Who's within there, hoa? 


q | | | Quic. 


— — — — — — 
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Quic. Who's there, I trow ? come near the houſe, 
J pray you. 


SCENT NL 
Enter Mr. Fenton. | 


3 The better that it pleaſes your good 
worſhip to a 
Fent. "What news? now does pretty miſtreſs Anne! 
Quic. In truth, Sir. and ſhe is pretty, and honeſt, 
and gentle; and one that is your friend, I. can tell 
ou that by the way, I praiſe heav'n for it. 
Fent. Shall I do any good, think'ſt thou ? ſhall I 
not loſe. my ſuit ? | 
uic. Troth, Sir, all is in his hands above; but 
notwitfſtanding, maſter Fenton, I'll be ſworn on a 
book, the loves you: have not your worſhip a wart 
above your eye ? 
Fent. Yes, marry, have I; and what of that? 
Quic. Well, thereby hangs a tale ; good faith, it is 
l ch another Nan; but, I deteſt, an honeſt maid as 
broke bread; we had an hour's talk of that 
5 Iſhall never laugh but in that maid's company 
but, indeed, ſhe is given too much to allicholly and 
muſing; but for you Well go to 
Fent. Well, I ſhall ſee her to day ; hold, there's 
money for thee: let me have thy voice in my behalf; 
if thou ſeeſt her before me, commend me 
Quic. Will I? ay, faith, that we will: and I will 
tell your worſhip more of the wart, the next time we 
have confidence, and of other wooers. 
Fent. Well, farewel, I am in great haſte now. 


Exit. 
Quic. Farewel to your worſhip. Truly, an honeſt 
 . gentleman, but Anne loves him not; I know Anne's 
mind as well as another does. Out apon't, what have 
1 forgot? | | Exit. 
Fi ACT 


Fent. H O W now, good woman, how doſt thou? 


ule, 


The Merry Wis A of Windſor. 239 


ACT II. S1 EN E I 
” agg, Houſe. 


Enter Mrs, Pagey, with a Letter. 
rs. Pr. 


HAT, have 125 'd love-letters in the holy- 
day- time of ny beauty, and am I now a ſub- 
ject for them? let me lee: | 


Aſk me no reaſon, love you ; for tho' love uſe reaſon 
for his preciſian, he admits him not for his counſellor : you 
are not young, no more am I; 0 to (en, there's ſympathy : 
zou are merry 700 am I ha] M then there's more ſympa- 
thy; you love fack, and /o d; would you defire better 
ſympathy ? let it 14 thee, miſtreſs Page. at the leaſt 
if the love of a ſoldier an ſuffice, that I love thee. I will 
not ſay, pity me, 'tis ot a Jens phraſe ; but 1 Jay, 
love me: 
By me, thine own true Knight, 5 day or night, 


Or any kind of. lights with all his might, 
For thee to fight. John Falſtaff. 


F 
What a Herod of Jun is his? O wickud, wicked 
world! one that is well h worn to pieces with 
age, to ſhow himſgt a young gallant! what un- 
weigh'd behaviour jath this Flemiſh drunkard pickt, 
ith" devil's name, Gut of my converſation, that he 
dares in this manger aſſay me? why, he hath not 
been thrice in my Fompany' what ſhould I ſay to 

him? I was then ſrpgal of 11y mirth, heav'n forgive 
me: why, * I'll ex Abit a E Il in the Parliament for 


* I'll exhibit a Bill in 12 NA ulling down of men. 
Mr, Theobald reads, for putting down fat men. But how is the Mat- 
ter mended ? or the Thought mad4FÞ6 ridiculous ? Shakeſpear wrote, 

for the pulling dcwn Y um, 2. e. He fatning Liquor fo called. 


the 
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the putting down of Mum: how ſhall I be reveng'd 
on him? for reveng'd I will be, as ſure as his guts 
are made ol puddings. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Mrs. Ford. 
Mrs. Ford. M R S. Page, truſt me, I was going to 


your Took" 

Mrs. Page. And truſt me, I was coming to you; 
you look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I'll ne'er believe that; I have to 
ſhew to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. Faith, but you do, in my mind, 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do then; yet I ſay, I could 
ſhew you to the contrary : O miſtreſs Page, give me 
ſome counſcl. 

Mrs. Page. What's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman ! if it were not for one trifling 
reſpect, I could come to ſuch honour. 

Mrs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman, take the ho- 
nour; what is it? diſpenſe with⸗trifles; what is it? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an eternal 
moment, or lo. I could be knighted, | 

Mrs. Page. What, thou leſt! Sir Alice Ford! theſe 


Knights will Jack, and ſo thou ſhouldſt not alter the 


article of thy gentry. 

Mrs. Ford. We burn day-light; here, read, read; 
perceive, how I might be knighted: I ball think 
the worſe of fat men, as long as I have an eye to 
make difference of men's liking; and yet he would 
not ſwear; prais d women's modeſty; and gave ſuch 
orderly and well-behav'd reproof to all uncomelinels, 
that 1 would have ſworn his diſpoſition would have 
gone to the truth of his words; but they do no more 
adhere, and keep place together, than the hundredth 
Plalm io the tuhe of Green Sleeves, What tempeſt, I 


trow, threw this whale, with ſo many tun of oil in 
his 


min. 
theſ. 


nay. 


will 


1g d 
guts 


d 


LEY 


his belly, aſhore Windſor ? 10w ſhall I be reveng d 
on him? I think, the beſt ay were to entertain 
him with hope, till the wicked fire of luſt have melted 
him in his own gteaſe. Did hu ever hear the like? 
Mrs. Page. Letter for lettegy but that the name of 
Paze and Ford differs. To thy great comfort in this 
myſtery of ill opinions, here's the twin wo Pa. of 
thy letter; but letjthine inhegit firſt, for, J proteſt, 
mine never ſhall. 1 a 
theſe letters, writ th blank-ſpgce- for different names; 


nay, more; and che ſe are of t le ſecond edition: he 


will print 8 out ot doubt, for he cares not what 
le puts into the breſs. when ge would put us two. 


I had rather be a gianteſs, an lie under mount Pe— 


in. Well, I will find you tw 


ere one chiefs m 


Mrs. Ford. Wh * 1 


ty laſcivious turtles, 


this is thg very ſame, the ve 
land, the very words; what dpth he think of us? 
Mrs. Page. Nay, I know noꝶ it makes me almoſt 
ready to wrangle@with mine oßn honeſty. I'll enter- 
tain myſelf like one that I am fot acquainted withal; 
for, ſure, unleſs he knew ſome Strain in me, that I 


in this fury. 4 
Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call 1 1 I'll be ſure to 
keep him abovegdeck. 


Mrs. Page. 5 7 I; if he 11 under my hatches, 


know not myſelf,” he would 1 have boarded me 


III never to ſea gain. Let's Je reveng'd on him; 
let's appoint hit | a meeting, gVe him a ſhow of com- 
fort in his ſuit, nd lead him on with a fine baited de- 
lay, till he hath pawn'd his horſes to mine Hoſt of 
the Garter. ; 

Mrs. Ford. 1 will conſut to act any Ane 
againſt him, . may not ſull the charineſs of our 
honeſty: oh Hat my hutbar d ſaw this letter! it 
would give etel \al food to his jealouſy. 


good man toog he's = 1 2 jealouſy, as I am 


Vor. 1 ö 7 from 


Fd 
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e los a thouland of 


Mrs. Page. Why. look, whe he comes, and my 


| 
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from giving him cauſe; and that, I hope, is an un. 
meaſurable diſtance. 

Mrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let's conſult together againſt thi 
grealy Knight. Come hither. They retire, 


SCTWE Mm 


Enter Ford with Piſtol, Page with Nym. 


ELL 1 hope, it be not ſo. 
Piſt. Hope is a curtal-dog in ſome aſfair, 


Ford. 


Sir John affects thy wife. 


Ford. Why, Sir, my wife is not young. 
Piſt. He wooes both high and low, both rich and 
oor, | 
8 and old, one with another, Ford; 
He loves thy money; Ford, perdend. 

Ford. Love my wife? 

Piſt. With liver burning hot: prevent, or go thou, 
like Sir Aeon, he. with Ring-wood at thy heels — 
O, odious is the name. 

Ford. What name. Sir? 

Piſt. The horn, I ſay: farewel. 
Take heed, haveopen eye; for thieves do foot by night, 
Take heed ere ſummer comes, or cuckoo-birds af 

_ Fright. 

Away, Sir corporal Nym. 
Believe it, Page, he ſpeaks ſenſe. % [| Exit Piſtol. 

Ford. 1 will be patient; I will find out this. 

ow. And this is true: I like not the humour of 
lying; he hath wrong'd me in ſome humours: I 
ſhould have borne the humour'd letter to her; but 
I have a ſword, and it ſhall bite upon my neceſſity. 
He loves your wife; there's the ſhort and the long. 
My Name is Corporal Mm; I ſpeak, and I avouch; 
tis true: my name is Mm, and Falſtaff loves your 
Wife. Adieu; I love not the humour of bread and 


cheeſe: adieu. [ Exit Nym. 


Lage. 


{ri 


PI 
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n un. Page. The Sir our of it, quoth 'a! here's a fellow, 
frights hum@ur out of its wi þ | 
Ford. Iwill ſeek out Falſta;?. 
this Page. I never heard ſuch a d awling, affecting rogue. 
retire, Ford. If I do find it: well! 
; Page. I will not believe {ich a Cataian, tho' the 
rieſt o'th' town commended him for a true man. 
Ford. "Twas a good ſenſibh* fellow: well. 


s NK IV. 


Taurs, 
9 Mrs. Pa ge and Mrs. Ford come forwards. 
Page. O. W now, Meg? 2 [you, 
and | I rs. Page. Whither go you, George? hark 


Mrs. Ford How now. wn Frank, why art thou 
melancholy' 
Ford. 1 n elancholy! I an not melancholy, Get 


you home, go. 
hou, Mrs. Ford, F aith, thou bat ſome crotchets in thy 
s— head. Now. will you go, miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Pag Have with you, You'll come to din- 


ner, George Look, who corhes vonder; ſhe {hall be 
| our melee to this paultry Knight. 
ight. . IH 
bs af, 5 Enter Miſtreſs Quickly, 
Mrs. For 1. Truſt me, I tho ght on her, ſhe'll fit it. 
Mrs. Page. You are come t | ſee my daughter Anne? 
iſtol. ] Quic. **. mars, and, { Pray, how does good 


miſtreſs A 
Mrs. Page. 1 in with u and ſee; we have an 


hour's talK with you. 


Ex. Yrs. Page, Mrs. * and Mrs. Quickly: 
8s CE NIE. N. 
O now, maſter Ford: ? 


# Ford. You heard what this knaye told me, 
did E not? M 2 Page. 


Page, 
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Page. Yes; and you heard what the other told me? 
Ford. Do you think there 1s truth in them ? 
Page. Hang em, ſlaves; Ido not think, the Knight 
" would offer it; but theſe, that accuſe him i in his intent 
towards our wives, are a yoak of his diſcarded men; 
very rogues, now they be out of ſervice. 

Ford. Were they is men? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Fard. I like it never the better for that. Does he 
lie at the Garter ? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he ſhould intend his 


voyage towards my wite, I would turn her looſe to 


him; and what he gets more of her than ag words, 


let it lie on my head. 
Ford. E do not miſdoubt my wife, but I 3 be 
loth to turn them together; a man may be too con- 


fident; I would have nothing lie on my head; I can- - 


not be thus ſatisfy'd. 

Page. Look, where my ranting Hoſt of the Garter 
comes; there is either liquor in his pate, or money 
in his purſe, when he looks ſo merrily. How now, 
mine Hoſt? 


SUENE VI. 


Enter Hoſt ant Shallow. 
| Hoſt. H OW now, bully Rock? thou'rt a gentle- 


man; cavaliero-juſtice, I ſay. 
Shal. 1 follow, mine Hoſt, I follow. Good even, 
and twenty, good maſter Page. Maſter Page, will you 
go with us? we have ſport in hand. 


Hoſt. Tell him, cavalicroJuftice; tell him bully 


Rock. 


Shal. Sir. there is a fray to be fought between Sir 


Hugh the Welck prieſt, and Caius the Trench doctor. 
Ford. Good mine Hoſt o'th' Garter, a word with 
you. | 
| Hoſl. 


ght 
ent 


, 
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Hoſe. What ſay' ſt thou, bully Rock? 

— Will you go with us t behold it? my merry. 
Hoſt hath had the meaſuring of their weapons, and, 
I think, he hath appointed nem contrary places; 
for. belicve me, I hear, the pazſon is no jeſter. Hark, 
I will * what our ſpoßh ſhall be. 


Hoſt. 0 thou no ſuit Mia my Knight, my 


gueſt-cahlier? 

Ford. None, I proteſt; but I'll give you à pottle of 
burnt ſac to give me recourſe to him, and tell him, 
my name is Brook; only for a jeſt. 

Hoſt. My hand, bully : hes ſhalt have egreſs and 
regreſs; id I well? and thy name ſhall be Brook. It 
is a meri Knight, * Will you go on, Heris ? 

Shal. Have with you, mine hoſt, 

Page. I have heard, the Frenchman hath good {kill 
in his rapier. 

Hal. Tut, Sir, I could have told you more; in 
theſe times you ſtand on diſtance, your paſſes, ſtoc- 
cado' 55 Ind I know not what: tis the heart, maſter 
Page; 'ti) here, tis here. I have ſeen the time, with 
my long ſword, I would have made you four tall 
follows {Kip like rad 

Hoſt. Here, boys, here, here: ſhall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you; I had rather hear them 
ſcold than fight. [Exeunt Hoſt, Shallow and Page. 

Tord. Tho' Page be a ſecure fool, and ſtand fo firmly 
on his wife's frailty, yet I can1 ot put off my opinion 
ſo eaſily. She was in his co; pany at Page's houſe; 


and what they made there, know not. Well, I 


will look further into't; and I have a diſguiſe to 


ſound | 14A if I find her qhoneſt, I loſe not m 
labour; Af ſhe be otherwiſe, 't$ labour well beſtow'd. 


[: | : i = Exit, 


* Will 50 go an Heirs?] This Monſenſe is ſpoken to Shallow, 
We {hould read, — Will you go on, 1 zris ? 
i. e. Will you go on, Maſter. Heris, n old Scotch Word for Maſter. 
| M3 * SCENE 
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$/C'E NE VI. 


Changes to the Garter-Inn. 
Enter Falſtaff and Piſtol. 


Fal. Will not lend thee a penny. 


Piſt. Why then the world's mine oyſter,” 


which I with ſword will open!] will retort the ſum 
in Equipage. 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, Sir, you 
ſhould lay my countenance to pawn; I have grated 
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you, 
and your couch-fellow, Nym; or elſe you had look'd 
through the grate, like a geminy of baboons. I am 
damn'd in hell for ſwearing to gentlemen, my friends, 
you were good ſoldiers, and tall fellows. And when 
miſtreſs Bridget loſt the handle of her fan, I took't 
upon mine honour, thou hadſt it not. 

Piſt. Didſt thou not ſhare? hadſt thou not fifteen 

nce? 

Fal. Reaſon, you rogue, reaſon: think'ſt thou, 
I'll endanger my ſoul gratis? At a word, hang 
no more about me, I am no gibbet for you: go. a 
ſhort knife and a throng, to your manour of Pickt- 
hatch; go, you'll not bear a letter for me, you rogue! 
you ſtand upon your honour! why, thou uncoutin- 
able baſeneſs, it is as much as I can do to keep the 
term of mine honour preciſe. I, I. I myſelf ſome- 
times, leaving the fear of heaven on the left hand, 
and hiding mine honour in my neceſſity, am tain to 
ſhuffle, to hedge and to lurch; and yet you rogue 
will enſconſe your rags, your cat-a-mountain looks, 
yourred-lettice phraſes, and your hold-bearing oaths, 
under the ſhelter of your honour! you will not do 
it, you! 


Pift. I do relent; what would thou more of me ? 


Enter 


— — 


1 
fafe thee 
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Enter Robin. 
Rob. Si we sa woman would ſpeak with you. 
Tal. 4 her approach. 


8 CEN E VIII. 


Enter Mi iſtreſs Quickly. 
Olic. AVE your worſhip good morrow. 
Tal. Good morrow, good wile. 
Quic. Nei ſo, and't pleaſe yonr worſhip. 
Tal. Good maid, then. 7 
Guic. III be ſworn, as my other was, the firſt 


hour I wis born. 


Fal. I do believe the PAs. what with me? 
Quic. Shall Ivouchſafe your worſhip a word or two? 


thouſand, fair woman, and PI vouch- 
2. hearing. 
utc. There is one miſtreſs Ford, Sir: I pray, come 
a little rarer this ways: I myſelf dwell with Mr. 
Doctor G ius. 
Tal. Well, on: miſtreſs Ford, you ſay 


Quic. Your worſhip ſays very true: I pray your 
worſhip, ome a little nearer this ways. 
Fal. I "warrant thee, no body hears: mine own 


people, nine own people. 
Quic. Are they ſo? heav'n b eſs them, and make 


them his ſervants.! 
Hal. Well: miſtreſs Ford, tk of her ? 


Quic. Why, Sir, ſhe's a gooq; creature. Lord, lord. 
your o of sa wanton : well, heav'n * you, 


and all of us, I pray 

Tal. Miſtreſs Ford, come, miſtreſs Ford 

Quic. Harry, this is the ſhort and the long of it; 
you hay: brought her into ſuch a canaries, as 'tis 
wonderfyl: the beſt courtier of them all, when the 
court lay at Windſor, could never have brought her 
to ſuch, canary. Yet there has been knights, and 
lords, a and gentlemen, with their coaches ; I warrant 
| M 4 you 


' 
J. . * 
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ou, coach after coach. letter aſter letter, gift after 
gift, {ſmelling ſo ſweetly : ; all mujk; and ſo ruflin 
I warrant you, in ſilk and gold. and in ſuch llibas 
terms, and in ſach wine and ſugar of the belt. and 
the ſaireſt, that would have won any woman's s heart: 
and, I warrant you, they could never get an che 
„ ink of her. I had my ſelf tw enty angels given me 
this morning; but 1 dely all angels, in any ſuch ſon 
as they ſay, but in the way of honeſty ; and I war- 
Tant you, they could never get her ſo much as lip 
on a cup. with the proudelt of them all: and ye 
there has been earls, nay, which is more, penſioners; 
but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 

Fal. But what ſays the to me? be brief, my good 
She Mercury. 

Quic. Marry. ſhe hath receiv'd your letter, for the 
which ſhe thanks you a thouſand times: and {he 
gives you to notify, that her huſband will be abſence 
from his houſe between ten and eleven. | 

Fal. Ten and eleven. 

Quic. Ay, forlooth; and then you may come and 
ſee the re, ſhe ſays. that you wot of: malſler 
Ford, her huſband, will be from home. Alas! the 
ſweet woman leads an ill life with him, he's a very 
jealouſy-man; ſhe leads a very frampold life with 
him, good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven: woman, commend me to her. 
J will not fail her. . 

Quic. Why, you ſay well: But I have another 
meſſenger to your worſhip; miſtreſs Page has her 
hearty commendations to you too; and let me tell 


ou in your ear, ſhe's as fartuous a civil modeſt wife, | 


and one (I tell you) that will not miſs you morning 
nor evening prayer, as any 1s in Windſor, whoe'er be 
the other; and ihe bad me tell your worlhip, that her 
huſband 1s ſeldom from home, but, ſhe hopes, there 
will come a time. I never knew a woman ſo doat 
upon a man; ſurely, I think you have charms, la; 
yes, in truth. Tal. 


| ſhe is one. 


come and 


Z 
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Fal. Not I, I aſſure thee; ſętting the attraction 
of my gooq; parts alide, I have ho other charms. 

Quic. Blefhng on your heart fort! 

Fal. But F pray thee, tell me this; has Ford's wife, 
and Page's Wife, acquainted each other how they love 
me ? 4 | 

Quic. Thit were a jeſt, indeed; they have not fo 
little grace, I hope; that were a trick indeed ! but 
miſtreſs Pagg would deſire you to ſend her your little 
page, of alli oves: her e has a marvellous in- 
fetion to f little page; and, truly, maſter Page 1s 
an honeſt- Man. Never a wife in Windſor leads a 

etter life, an ſhe does; do what ſhe will, ſay what 
ſhe will, take all, pay all, go to bed when ſhe liſt, riſe 
when ſhe 11}, all is as ſhe will; and, truly, ſhe deſerves. 
it; for if there be a kind woman in Windſor, truly, 
Lou muſt ſend her your page; no re- 


medy. 
Tal. WHY, I vin. ; 
Quic. Ny, but do ſo then; and look you, he may 
o between you both, and in any caſe have 
a nay-worl\, that you may know one another's mind: 
and the bah never need to underſtand any thing; 
for 'tis no good, that children ſhould know any 
wickedneſs: old folks, you know, have diſcretion, as 
they ſay, and know the world. | 
Fal. Fardſchee well; commend me to them both: 
there's my#purſe, Jam yet thy debtor. Boy, go 
along with this woman. This news diſtracts me 
75 [Exeunt Quickly and Robin. 
Piſt. This pink is one of Cupid's carriers: 
Clap on n bre ſails; purſue; ip with your fights, 
Give fire; he is my prize, or »cean whelm them all! 
£8 * Exit Piſtol. 
go thy ways; Ill 


' 1 
Tal. Say thou ſo, old 


make more of thy old body, t an I have done; will 


they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after the ex- 
pence of ſà much money, be now a gainer? good 
8 M 5 body, 


; 
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body, I thank thee; let them ſay, tis groſly done: 
ſo it be fairly done, no matter. 


. 


Enter Bardolph. 


Bard. OI R John, there's one maſter Brook below 

would ſpeak with you, and be acquainted 

with you; and hath ſent your worſhip a morning's 
draught of ſack. | 

Fal. Brook; 1s his name? 

Bard. Ay, Sir, 

Fal. Call him in; | Exit Bardolph] ſuch Brooks are 
welcome to me, that o' erflow with ſuch liquor. Ah! 
ah! miſtreſs Ford and miſtreſs Page, have I encom- 
palſs'd you? go to, via! 


Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford diſguis'd. 


Ford. Bleſs you, Sir. 
Fal. And you, Sir; would you ſpeak with me? 
Ford. T make bold to preſs with ſo little prepara- 
tion upon You. ' 
Fal. You're welcome; what's your will? give us 
leave, drawer. [Exit Bardolph. 


Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have ſpent much; 


my name is Brook. | 
Fal. Good maſter Brook, I defire more acquaintance 
of you. 
Ford. Good Sir John, I ſue for yours; not to charge 
you; for I mult let you underſtand, I think myſelf 
in better plight fora lender than you are, the which 
hath ſomething embolden'd me to this unſeaſon'd 
intruſion; for they lay, if money go before, all 
ways do lie open. | 
Fal. Money is a good ſoldier, Sir, and will on. 
Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here trou- 
bles me; if you will help me to bear it, Sir John, 
take all, or halt, for caſing me of the carriage. 
Fal. 


le: 
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Fal. Sir, I nov not how I may deſerve to be your 
porter. Fl | | 
Ford. I will tell you, Sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. | | 3 
Fal. Speak; good maſter Brc'k, I ſhall be glad to 
be your ſervint. * | 
Ford. Sir, I hear, you ek ſcholar; (I will be 
brief with you) and you have been a man long known 
to me, tho: I.had never ſo good means, as deſire, 
to ——— acquainted with you: I ſhall diſco- 
't 


ver a thing th you, wherein I muſt very much lay 


7 


open mine gn imperfections; but, good Sir John, 


as you havef one eye upon my follies, as you hear 
them unfold d, turn another into the regiſter of your 
own, that I inay paſs with a reproof the eaſier; ſith 
you yourſelf know, how eaſy it is to be ſuch an of- 
tender. | ” 

Fal. Veryhvell: Sir, proceed. 

Ford, Thefe is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
hulband's name is Ford. 

Fal. Well Sir. BELT 
Ford. I Fave long lov'd her; and, I proteſt to 
you, beſtou'd much on hr; follow'd her with a 
doating obſervance; ingroſs 1 opportunities to meet 
her; fee'd eyery flight occai on, that could but nig- 
gardly give gne light of herz not only bought many 
preſents to 11 her, but hav given largely to many, 
to know what ſhe would Have given: briefly, I 
have purſw:d her, as love hath purſu'd me, which 
hath been ch the wing of all occaſions. But what- 
ſoevever I hive merited, either in my mind, or in 
my means; need, I am fure, I have received none; 
unleſs experience be a jewel; That I have purchas'd 
at an "4 rate, and That hath taught me to ſay 


this; 
Love like 


ſhadow flies, when ſubſlance Jove purſues; 


Purſuing Fiat that flies, and flying what purſues, 
| 4 | M 6 | Fal. 


KR 
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Fal. Have you receiv d no promiſe of ſatisfaction | 


at her hands ? 
Ford. Never. 


Fal. Have you importun d her to ſuch a purpoſe? 


Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love then ? 

Ford. Like a fair houſe, built on another man's 
ground ; ſo that I have loſt my edifice, by miſtak- 
ing the place where I erected it. 


Fal. To what purpoſe have you unfolded this to 
me ? 


Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you 


all. Some ſay, that tho ſhe appear honeſt to me, 
yet in other places ſhe enlargeth her mirth ſo far, 
that there is ſhrewd conſtruction made of her. Now, 
Sir John, here is the heart of my purpoſe : You are 
a gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable dil- 
courle, of great admittance, zathentic in your place 
and perſon, generally allow'd for your many war— 
like, court-like, and learned l 

Fal. Sir! 

Ford. Believe it, for you "FRIES it; there is money, 
ſpend it, ſpend it; ſpend more, ſpend all J have, 
only give me ſo much of your time in exchange of it, 
as to lay an amiable ſiege to the honeſty of this Ford's 
wife; ule your art of wooing, win her to conſent to 
you ; if any man may, you- may. as ſoon as any 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of 
- Your affection, that I ſhould win what you would 
enjoy ? athinks. you preſcribe to yourleif very 
prepolteroully. 

Ford. O, underſtand my drift; ſhe dwells ſo ſe— 


curely on the cxcellency of her honour, that the 


folly of my ſoul dares not preſent itſelf ; ſhe is too 


bright to be Iook'd againſt, Now, could I come to 
her with any detection in my hand, my defires had 
inſtance and argument to commend tliemſelyes ; 1 
could drive her then from the ward of her purity, 


her 


jon 


John? 
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her reputatior, her marriage. ow, and a thouſand 
Are her defi nces. which r w are too too ſtrong- | 
ly embattel'd againſt me. V Hat ſay you to't, Sir 


Tal. Maſter Brook, Iwill hi make bold with your 
money; nextM1ve me your land; and laſt, as Jam a 
gentleman. va ſhall, if you Mill, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford. O goc d Sir! 

Fel. Maſter Brook, I ſay, you ſhall. 

Ford. Wang, no e Sir John, you ſhall want 
none. 3 
Tal. Want go miſtreſs Ford, maſter Brook, you {ball 
want none; Wihall be with her, I may tell you, by 
her own appdntment. Even as you came in to me, 
ker alliſtant, ct go-between, parted from me; I ſay, 
I ſhall be with her between ten and eleven; for at 
that time the jealous raſcal] - knave, her huſband, 
will be forth ;Fcome you tc, me at night, you ſhall 
know how I ſpeed. A 

Ford. I am i leſt in. \ yourgacquaintance : do you 
know Ford, Sr ? 

Fal. Hangh m, poor euch dly knave, I know him 
not: yet J wrong him, all him poor; they ſay. 
the jealous wytolly 2 hath maſſes of money, for 
the which i wife ſeems to be well-favourd. I 
will uſe her is the key of the cuckoidly-rogue's ' 


coffer; and there' s my harveſt-home. 


Ford. I wory 10 you knew Ford, Sir, that you might 


avoid him, ou ſaw him. 


Tal. — him, mechanical ſalt- butter rogue; I 
will ſtare hin out of his wits ; I will awe him with 
my cudgel; it ſhall hang like a meteor o er the 
Cuckold's horns. Maſter Brock, thou ſhalt know, I 
will predominate over the Heaſant; and thou ſhalt 
lie with his wife: Come to ne ſoon at night; Ford's 
a knave, and Iwill aggrava-: his ſtile : thou, maſter 
Brook, ſhalt 22 him for k ave and cuckold : come 


to me ſoon at Wight. bi Exit. 
3 180 
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R 

SCENE X. = 

( 

Nl ATa damn'd Epicurean raſcal is this ! my com 
heart 1s ready to crack with impatience, com 

Who ſays, this is improvident jealouſy ? my wife hath be c 
ſent to him, the hour is fixt, the match is made; would R 
any man have thought this ? ſee the hell of having wor 
a falſe woman ! my bed ſhall be abus'd, my coffers C 
ranſack'd, my reputation gnawn at ; and I ſhall not mal 
only receive this villainous wrong, but ſtand under how 
the adoption of abominable terms, and by him that R 
does me the wrong. Terms, names; Amaimon C 
ſounds well; Lucifer, well; Barbaſon, well; yet they R 


are devils' additions, the names of hends : but cuck- 

old, wittol, cuckold! the devil himſelf hath not 

ſuch a name. Page is an aſs, a ſecure aſs, he will F 
truſt his wife ; he will not be jealous : I will rather S. 
truſt a Feming with my butter, parſon Hugh the P 
Welchman with my cheeſe, an Iriſiman with my Aqua- S 
vitæ bottle, or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, C 
than my wife with herſelf : then ſhe plots, then ſhe for 
ruminates, then ſhe deviſes : and what they think FE 
in their hearts they may effect, they will break their the 
hearts but they will effect. Heav'n be prais'd for ſee 


my jealouſy ! Eleven o'clock the hour; I will pre- diſt 
vent this, detect my wife, be reveng'd on Falſtaff, and Is I 
laugh at Page : I will about it : better three hours Aſc 
too ſoon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie; cuck- he « 
old, cuckold, cuckold ! Exit. ( 
| PE vor 
26.11 oe. i T.-L KG, 

Changes to Windſor Pars. | ( 

Enter Caius and Rugby. lx 

, Caius. JACK Rugby! "N 
Rug. Sir, h g 


Caius.” Vat is de clock, Jack ? 
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Rug. 'Tis paſt the hour, % that Sir Hugh pro- 
mis'd to meet. 75 | 

Caius. By gar, ze has fave his ſoul, dat he is no 
come; he has pray his pible well, dat he is no 
come : by gar, Jah Rugdy, he 1 is dead already, if he 
be come. | 

Rug. He is uſe, "74 id Knew, your worlkip 
would kill him, i he came. 

Caius. By gar, le herring is not ſo dead as me vill 
make him. Take your api Jack; J vill tell you 
how I vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, Surg cannot fence. 

Caius. Villany$ t take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear; ere's company. 


Enter Hoſt, Ghallow, Slender and Page, 


Hoſt. Bleſs thee bully Door. 
Shal. Save yo ate Doct ? Caius. 

Page. Now, gogd Mr. Doggr 
Slen Give you good moro, Sir. 

Caius. Vat be a\l you, _ two, tree, four, come 
for? 

Hoſt. To ſee the e fight, tq ſee thee foigne, to ſee 
thee traverſe, to e thee here, to ſee thee there, to 
ſee thee paſs thy,puncto, thy ſtock, thy reverſe, thy 
diſtance, thy mChtant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian? 
Is he dead, my H ancoyes ? ha, bully ? what ſays my 
fſculapius * 2 my Galen? my heart of elder ? ha? is 
he dead, bully-ſtale ? is he dead? 

Caius. By = he is de coward Jo of de 
vorld ; he is Ee his face. 

Hoſt. Thou art a Caſtalion king-Urinal : Hettor of 
Greece, my boy. 

Caius. I pray Mu bear witneſs, that me have ſtay 
lix or ſeven, two, tree hours for him, and he is no 
come, 

Shal. He is the wiſer man, Mr. Doctor; he is a 
curer ol ſouls, ad you a curer of bodies : if you 


ſhould 


d- 

E. 
11 
f 


1 n 
1 
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ſhould fight, you go againft the hair of your pro- 
feſhons : Is it not true, maſter Page ? 4 
Page. Maſter Sha!low, you have yourſelf been a 
great fighter, tho' now a man of Peace. T Wh 
Shal. Body-kins, Mr. Tage, tho'I now be old, and ſor 
of peace, if J ſee a fword out, my finger itches to 
make one; tho' we are juſtices, and doctors, and tie 
church-men, Mr. Tage. we have ſome ſalt of our the 
youth in us; we are the ſons of women, Mr. Page, the 
Page. Tis true. Mr. Shallow. fea 


Shal. It will be found ſo, Mr. Page. Mr. Doctor I v 
Caius, I am come to fetch you home; I am ſworn of | 
the peace; you have ſhew'd yourſelf a wiſe phyſici— lo; 
an, and Sir Hugh hath ſhown himſelf a wife and pa- de 
tient church-man : you mult go with me, Mr. pa 

Doctor. -:-- : 
Hoſt. Pardon, gueſt- juſtice; a word, Monſiew wa 
mock-water. 

Caius, Mock-vater ? vat is dat? 

Hoſt. Mock-water, in our Engli/k tongue, is valour, 
bully. 

Caius. By. gar, then I have as much mock- vater as 
de Engliſhman, icurvy-jack-dog-prieſt ; by gar, me 
vill cut his ears. 

Hojt. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius. Clapper-de-claw ? vat is dat? 

» Hoſt. That 1s, he will make thee amends. | 

Caius. By gar, me do look, he ſhall clapper-de- 
claw me; for by gar, me vill have it. 

Hoji. And I will provoke him to't, or let him wag. 

Catus. Me tank you for dat. 

Hoſt. A a moreover, bully : but firſt, Mr. Gueſt, 
and Mr. Page, and eek Cavaltero Slender, go you 


through the town to Frogmore. h 
Page. Sir. Hugh is there, is he? 
Hoſt. He is there; ſee, what humour he is in; E 
and I will bring the Doctor about the fields: will te 


it do well : 2 
Shal. 


1 
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ro- ral. We will do it. 
Al. Adieu, good Mr. Doctor. 
n a [Exeunt Page, Shallow and Slender. 
5 Caius, By gar, 4 vill kill de prieſt; for he ſpeak 

nd ſor a jack-an-ape tb Anne Page. 
to Iloſt. Let him lie; but, firſt, ſheath thy impa- 
nd tience; throw cold water on thy choler ; go about 
Dur the fields with me through Frogmore; I will bring 
e. thee where miſtreſy Anne Pa ige is, at a farm-houſe a 

feaſting; and a {halt woo Her * Cry aim, ſaid 

] well : » 


Caius. By gar, ine tank vou vor dat: by gar, I 
love you; and I ſhall procure 'a you de good gueſt; 
de Earl, de Knight, de Lords, de Gentlemen, my 
patients. 


Hoſt. For the Which I 41 be thy adverſary to- 
ward Anne Page: id I well ? 
Caius. By gar, tis good; vell ſaid. 
Hoſt. Let us wag then. 
T, Caius, Come at my * Jack Rugby. 


1e — = _ N 
ACT III SCENE. I. 


Frogriore, near Windſor. 


[ Exeunt, 


» | Enter Evans and Simple. 

| EVANS. . 

| 1 "Mp you now, .good maſter Slender's ſerving- 
, man, and frieng Simple by your name, which 
1 way have you lodk'd for maſter Caius, that calls 


himſelf Doctor of Ph iſic? 

Simp. Marry, Sir. the Pitty-wary, the Park-ward, 
every way, old H 15 way, and every way but the 
town way. 


* Cry aim, ſaid I w: 7 2] i. e C to it, * of it. 
| Eva. 
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Eva. I moſt fehemently deſire you, you will alſo 
look that wa 

Simp. I wall. Sir. h 

Eva. Pleſs my ſoul, how full of chollars J am, 
and trempling of mind! I ſhall be glad, it he have 
deceiv'd me; how melanchollies I am ! I will knog 
his urinals about his knave's coſtard, when I have 
good opportunities for the orke: 'Pleſs my ſoul ! 


Sings, being afraid. 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodtous birds fing madrigalls ; 


There will we make our peds of roſes ; 
And a thouſand vragrant poſes. 


By fhallow—'Mercy on me ! I have a great diſpoſi- 
tions to c Melodious birds ſingꝰ madrigalls—When 
as I ſat in Pabilon ;—and a thouſand vragrant poſits. 
—By ſhallow, &c. 

Simp. Yonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Eva. He's welcome. By ſhallow ivers, to whoſe 
falls 
Heav'n proſper the right ! what weapons is he? 

Simp. No weapons, Sir; there comes my maſter, 
Mr. Shallqw, and another gentleman from Frogmore, 
' over the ſtile, this w ay. 

Eva. Pray you, give me my gown, or elie keep it 
in your arms, 


SCENE. II. 


Enter Page, Shallow and Slender. 


Heuer maſter Parſon? coodmorrow, good 
SirHugh. Keep a gameſter from the dice, and 
a good ſtudent from bis book, and it is wonderful, 
Slen. Ah, ſweet Anne Fage ! 

Page. Save you, good Sir Hugh. 


Eva. Pleſs you for his ne, all of you. 
Shad. 


thi 


0 
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Shal. What? the ſwdtd and the word ? do you _ 
them both, Mr. Parſon? * 

Page. And youthful ſtill, in your doublet and 
hoſe, this raw-rheumatic day ? | 

Eva. There is reaſons and gauſes for it. | 

Page. We are come $* 2 to do a good office, 
Mr. Parſon. | 

Eva, Ferry well : "what is if? 

Page. Yonder is a moſt reverend gentleman, who, 
belike, having receiv'd wrong by ſome perſon, 1s at 
molt odds with his own gravity and patience, that 
ever you ſaw. | 

Sal. I have liv'd foutſcore years, and upward ; I 
never heard a man of. his place, gravity and learn- 
ing, ſo wide of his own reſpect. 

Eva. What is he? 3 

Page. I think, you E oWhim; Mr. Doctor Caius, 
the renowned French phyſician. 

Eva. Got's will, and his paſſion of my heart 1 


had as lief you ſhould ell me of a meſs of porridge. 


Page. Why ? BY, 

Eva, He has no more kne weledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen; and he is a knaye by ides; a cowardly knave 
as you would deſire to be  ahhuainted withal. 

Page. I warrant y by s the man ſhould fight 
with him. 
blen. O, ſweet Anne Page! 


SCEN.E III. 


Enter Hoſt, Caius and Rugby. 


Sal. * appears ſo, by his weapons: keep thens 
aſunder: hereſcomęs Doctor Catus. ' 
Fage. Nay, good M. Parſon, keep 1 in your wea- 
pon. 
Shal. So do you, goch Mr. Doctor. 
Hoſe. Diſarm them, and let them queſtion ; let 
them keep their ah He and hack our Englih. 


Caius, 


IT 


[ 
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Caius. I pray you, let-a me ſpeak a word with 
your ear: wherefore vill you not mcet-a ne ? 

Eva. Pray you, ule your — in good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-ſtocks to 
other men's humours : I deſire you in friendſhip 
and will one way or other make you amends: f 
will knog your urinal about your knave's cogs-comb 
for milling your meetings and appointments. 
| Gaius. Diable! Jact Rugby, mine Hoſt de Jartere, 
have I noe flay for him, to kill him? have 1 not, at 
de place I did appoint: > 

Eva. As I am a chriſtian's ſoul, now look you, 
this is the place appointed; I'll be judgment by 
mine Hoſt of the Garter. 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay, Gallia and Gaul, French and 
Welch, ſoul-curer and body-curer. | 

Caius. Ay, dat 1s very good, excellent. / 

Hoſt. Peace, I ſay; hear mine Hoſt of the Garter, 
Am I politic? am I ſubtle? am Ja Machiavel? ſhall 
T loſe my Doctor? no; he gives me the potions 
and the motions. Shall I loſe my Parſon ? my Prieſt ? 
my Sir Hugh ? no; he gives me the proverbs and 
the no verbs. Give me thy hand, terreſtial; ſo: 
Give me thy hand, celeſtial ; ſo. Boys of art, I 
have deceiv'd you both : I have directed you to 
wrong places.: your hearts are mighty, your ſkins 
are whole, and let burn'd ſack be the iſſue. Come, 
lay their ſwords to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace, 
follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Truſt me, a mad hoſt. Follow, Gentlemen, 
follow. 

Slen. O, ſweet Anne Pape ? 

[Exeunt Shal. Slend. Page and Hoſt. 

Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat ? have you make 
à -· de- ſot of us. ha, ha ? 

Eva. This is well. he has made us his vlouting- 


ſtog. 


—_— 5 
- 
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ſtog. I deſire you, that ire may be friends; and let 
us knog our prains together to be revenge on this 
ſame ſcald-ſcurvy-cogging companion, the. Hoſt of 


the Garter. ; 
Caius. By gar, with all my heart; he promiſe to 


bring me where 1s Anns Page; by gar, he deceive me 
too. ; A | 

Eva. Well, I will ſmite his noddles ; pray you, 
follow. Wat Exeunt. 


8 CEN E IV. 
The Streei, in Windſor. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page, and Robin. | 
Mrs. Nd: keep, your way, little gallant; 


you werg wont to be a follower, but 
now you are a leader, Whether had you rather 
lead mine eyes, or eye your maſter's heels? 
Roh. I had rather, fo:ſooth, go before you like a 
man, than follow him like a d varf. . 
Mrs. Page. O, you are a latfgring boy; now, I ſee 
you'll be a Courtier, © y. 


ki — 
% 
- 


Exer Ford. 

Ford. Well met, miſfteſs Page; whither go you ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, Sit, to ſee your wife; is ſhe at 
home ? 1 £4 

Ford. Ay; and as idle as ſhe may hang together, 
for want of company; I think, if your hujbands 
were dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be ſure P that, two other huſbands. 

Ford, Where had ybu this pretty weather-cock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannct tell what the dickens his 
name is my huſband Fad him of: what do you call 
your Knight's name, rraa: ? 

Rob. Sir John Falſtaff. 335 

i: Ford. 


5 9 
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Ford. Sir John Falſtaff ? 

Mrs. Page. He, he; I can never hit on's name; 
there is ſuch a league between my good man and 
he. Is your wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed, ſhe is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, Sir; I am fie till 1 
ſee her. Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 


SGENE V. 


Ford. Page any brains? hath he any eyes? 
hath he any thinking ? ſure, they ſleep; 
he hath no uſe of them. Why, this boy will carry 
a letter twenty mile, as eaſy as a cannon will ſhoot 
point-blank twelve-ſcore'; he pieces out his wife's 
inclination; he gives her folly motion and advan- 
tage; and now ſhe's going to my wife, and Fal- 

aff's boy with her. A man may hear this ſhower 

ng in the wind: and Fal/taff's boy with her! good 


Plots ; they are laid. and our revolted wives ſhare. 


damnation together. Well, I will take him, then 
torture my wife; pluck the borrow” d veil of modeſl 

from the ſo ſceming miſtreſs Page; divulge Page 
himſelf for a ſecure and wilful Adteon, and to thele 
violent proceedings all my neighbours ſhall cry aim. 
The clock gives me my cue, and my ailurance bids 
me ſearch ; there I ſhall find Falſtaff : I ſhall be ra- 
ther praiſed for this, than mocked ; for it is as po- 
ſitive as the earth is firm, that Falſtaff i is there: I 


will go. 


SCENE VI. 
To him, Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Hoſt, Evans, 
and. Caius, 
Sal. _—__ met, Mr. Ford. 
Ford. Trufl me, a good knot: 1 


have good cheer at home, and, I pray you, all go 
wa - | Shat, 


he wi 


he wi 


Pag 
Gent 
the w 
he kr 
his fe 
take | 
waits 


that 


To- 
home 
mall 
Docte 


. 
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| Shal. I muſt excuſe myſelf, MY. Ford. | 

Slen. And ſo muſt I, Sir; we have appointed to 
dine with Mrs. Arne; and I would not break with 
her for more money than PlI ſpeak of. 

Shal. We have liuger'd about a match between 
Anne Page and my couſin Slender, and this day we 
ſhall have our anſwer. | 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, Mr. Slender ; 1 ſtand wholly for 
you; but my wife, _ Doctor is for you, alto- 

ether. 

: Caius. Ay. by gar# and de maid is love-a-me : my 
nurſh-a-Quickly tell te ſo muſh. 

Hoſt. What ſay you to young Mr. Fenton ? he ca- 
pers, he dances. he has eyes of youth, he writes 
verſes, he ſpeaks holy-day, he ſmells April and May; 
he will carry t, he Fill carry 't5; *tis in his buttons, 


he will carry t. 


Page. Not by m * conſegt, I promiſe you: the 
Gentleman is of no Having, he kept company with 
the wild Prince and Poinz : he is of too high a region, 
he knows too much; no, he ſtrall not knit a knot in 
his fortunes with the finger of my ſubſtance. If he 
take her, let him take her ſimply ; the wealth J have 
waits on my conlent, and my conſent goes not 


that wa 


Ford. 1 beſeectt you, hear ly, ſome of you go 
home.gvith me to. dinner; 155 your cheer you 


ſhall have ſport; I will ſhewgyou a monſter. Mr. 
Doctor, you ſhall go; ; ſo ſhalt you, Mr. Page; and 
you, Sir Hugh. - 2 

Shal. Well, fare you well, we ſhall have the freer 
wooing at Mr. Page's. 

Caius. Go home, John Rugly, I come anon. 

Hoſt. Farewel, my hearts; I will to mine honeſt 


Knight Falſtaff, and drink Canary with him, 


Ford. I think, [ mall drink in . wine firſt with 


him 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 
f 
| 
| 


a 
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him: I'll make him dance. - Will you go, gen- 


tles ? 
All. Have with you to ſee this monſter. - 


SCENE VII. 
Changes to Ford's Houſe, 


Enter Mrs. Ford, Mrs. Page, and: Servants 
with a baſket, 


HAT John What. Robert ! 
Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly : is 


Mrs. Ford. 


the buck-baſket 

Mrs. Ford. I Warrant What. Robin, I ſay. 

Mrs. Pæge. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, ſet it down. 

Mrs. Tage. Give your men the charge, we muſt 
be brief. 

Mrs. Tord. Marry, as PE you before. John and 
Robert, be ready here hard-by in the brew-houſe, 
and when 1 ſuddenly call cn me come forth, and 
without any pauſe or ſtaggering take this baſket on 


our ſhoulders ; that done, trudge with it in all 


| haſte, and carry it among the whitſters in Datchet- 


Mead, and there empty it in the muddy ditch con 
by the Thames hde. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it ? 

Mrs. Ford. I ha' told them over and over; they lack 
no direction. Be gone, and come when you arecall'd. 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 


Enter Robin 
Mrs, Ford. How now, my Eyas- muſket, what 


news with you : ? 


* How now, my Eyas-muſket. ] Fyas is a young unfledg'd ant! 
'Tis ſuppoled from the Italian Miaſo, which originally ſignfied any 


young Bird taken trom the Nett unfledg'd, afterwards, a young 


Hawk. 


Rob. 


Excunt, 
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Rob. My maſtei Sir John is come in at your back- 
door, miſtreſs Ford, and requeſts' your company. 

Mrs. Page, You little Jack-a-lent, have you been 
true to us? 

Rob. Ay, I'll 15 ſworn; my maſter knows not of 
your being here, and hath threaten d to put me into 
cverlaſting liberty. af I tell you of it; for he ſwears, 
he'll turn me away. 

Mrs, Page, Thou'rt a good boy; this ſecreſy of 
thine ſhall be a taylor to thee, and ſhall make thee 
a new doublet and hoſe. I'll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do ſo; go tell thy maſter, I am alone; 
miſtreſs Page, r ember you age cue... | 

l Dit Robin. 

Mrs. Page. I 'varrant thee; if I do not act it, hiſs 
me. [Exit Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then; we'll uſe this unwholſome 
hamidity, this groſs watry n we'll teach 
kim to know trees from jays. f 


S GENE ym. 


Enter F unlf 


Fal. AVE I caught thee, my heav' nly jewel ? 
why, now let me die; for I have liv'd long 

enough: this is the period of my ambition: O this 

bleſſed hour! . 

Mrs. Ford, O ſweet Sir John? 

Fal. Mrs. Ford, I cannot cogy I cannot prate, miſ- 
treſs Ford: now ſhall I fin in my wiſh. I would, thy 
huſband were Read ; I'll ſpeak it before the belt lord, 
I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. your lady, Sir John? alas, I ſhould be 

a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France ſhew me ſuch another; 
I ſee how thine eye would emulate the diamond; 
thou haſt the tight arched bent of the brow, that be- 

Vor. I. 2 N comes 


Ti, 


| 
| 
| 
: 


woman. 
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comes the thip-tire, the tire-vailant, or _ *tire of 
Venetian admittance. | 
Mrs. Tord. A plain kerchief, Sir Jom: my brows 


become nothing elle, nor that well neither. 


Fal. Thou art a traitor to ſay ſo; thou would'ſt 
make an abſolute Courtier; and the firm fixure of 
thy foot would give an excellent motion to thy gate. 
in a ſemi-citcled farthingale. I ſee what thou wert; 
if fortune thy foe were not, nature is thy friend: 


come, thou canſt not hide it. 


Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no ſuch thing in me. 

Tal. What made me love thee ? let that perſuade 
thee, there's ſomething extraordinary in thee, Come, 
I cannot cog. and ſay, thou art this and that, like 
a- many of theſe hiping haw-thorn buds, that come 
like women in men's apparel, and ſmell like Bucklers- 
Bury in ſimpling time; I cannot: but I love thee, 
none but thee ; and thou deſerveſt it. 


Mrs. Ford. Do not. betray me, Sir; I fear you love 


miſtreſs Page. 

Fal. Thou might'ſt as well ſay, I love to walk by 
the Counter-gate, which 1s as hateful to me as the 
reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heav'n hen how 1 love you, 
and you ſhall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind; I'li deſerve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, 1 muſt tell you, fo you do; or 
elſe I could not be in that mind. 

Rob. [within.] Miſtreſs Ford, miftreſs Ford, here's 
miſtreſs Page at the door, ſweating, and blowing, and 
looking wildly, and would needs Tpeak with you 

reſently. 

Tal. She ſhall not ſee me; I will enſconce me be- 
hind the arras. 


Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do ſo; ſhe's a very tattling 


(Falſtaff hides himſelf. 


SCENE 
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F C EN E IX. 


Enter Miſtreſs Page. 


What's che . how now? 


| miſtreſs Ford, what have you done? 


Mrs. Page. 
are overthrown, you are undone 


vou're ſham 


for ever. | 


Mrs. Ford. \v hat's the matter, good miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Page. G well-a-day, miſtreſs Ford, having an 
honeſt man to your huſband, to give him ſuch cauſe 
of ſuſpicion ! $ 

Mrs. Ford. What caule of ſuſpicion? 

Mrs. Page. What cauſe of ſuſj icion? out upon 


you ! 42 0 I miſtook in you? 
0 


Mrs. Ford. BY hy, alas! what's t matter? 

Mrs. Page. Jour huſband's comX/g hither, woman, 
with all the ofFcers 3 in Windſor, to Jearch for a gen- 
leman, that, ke ſays, is here nowgn the houſe, by 
your conſent, to take an ill advantage of his abſence. 


You are und 
* ide] Tis not ſo, 


Mrs. Ford. Prat louder 


| hope. 2 
Mrs. Page. Pray heav'n it be no" o, that you have 
gtain, your huſ— 


ſuch a man here; but 'tis moſt & 
at kis aha 4 


band's coming with half Wine 47 
ſearch for ſuch a one. I come before to tell 


* 


it you know. yourſelf clear, why, I am glad of 115 | 


but if you have a friend here. convey, convey him 
out. Be ngt amaz d, call all yo! 
defend yourzreputation, or bad farz 
ite for ever 

Mrs. Ford. What ſhall I do? th&cis a tata 
my dear friend; and I fear not mine own ſhame, ſo 
much as his: peril. I had rather than a thouſand 
pound, he were out of the houle. 


Mr. * For ſhame, never ſtand you had rather; 
| N 2 | 1 


4 


| 

| 

| 
| 
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and you had rathes; your huſband's here at hand: Fort 
bethink you of ſome conveyance. in the houſe you buck: 
cannot hide him. Oh, how have you deceiv'd mes buck, 


look, here is a baſket, if he be of any reaſonable Servan 
ſtature, he may creep in here, and throw foul linen Ito nig 
upon him, as if it were going to bucking: or it is be my 
Whiting time, ſend him by your two men to Datchet- J out. 


mead, ſtop th 
Mrs. Ford. He's too big to go in there: what ſhall Pag 
1 vourl« 
Re-enter Falſtaff. * 

Fal. Let me ſee't, let me ſee't, O let me ſee't; Tl! Eva 
in, I'll in; follow your friend's counſel ; I'll in. louſte: 


Mrs. Page. What! Sir John Falſtaff? are theſe your Caii 


letters, Knight? not je: 
Tal. I love thee, help me away; let me creep in Tag. 
here: I'll never | his ſe: 
. [He goes into the baſket, they cover him with foul linen, 
Mrs. Page. Help to cover your maſter, boy: call 
your men, miſtreſs Ford. You diſlembling Knight! 
Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John, go take up 1 


theſe clothes here, quickly. Where's the cowlſtali: . 
look, how you drumble: carry them to the laun- I * 
dreſs in. Datchet-mead; quickly, come. my 


| Mrs 

huſba 

8 CEN E X. Mrs 
Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evans. waſhir 
a bene 


Ford. RAY you, come near, if I ſuſpect withoyt Mrs 
cauſe, why then make ſport at me, then all of 


let me be your jeſt, I deſerve it. How now? whi- Mrs 
ther bear you this? 287 ſuſpici 
Serv. To the laundreſs, forſooth. lo gro 


Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither Mrs 


they bear it? You were beſt meddle with buck- yet ha 
' Farg | eaſe v 
Ford, 


Wa 


. 
— 4 
| „ 
12 
4 
» <\ 
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| Ford. Buck? I would, I could, J 
uv © buck: buck, buck, buck ? ay, butk: I warrant you, 
* Y buck, and pf the ſeaſon too. it ſhall appear. |Exeunt 
e I Servants wißt the baſtet. Gentlemen, I have dream'd 
n © to night. ll tell you my dream: here, here, here 
be my key ; aſcend my chambers, ſearch, ſeek, find 
out. TI warrant, we'll unkennel the fox. Let me 
{top this way firſt. So, now uncape. 
l Page. Good maſter Ford, be contented: you wrong 
yourſelf too much. } 
Ford. True, maſter Page. U 


, gentlemen, you 


mall ſee ſpprt anon; follow me, gentlemen. . 

I Eva, ri is ferry fantaſtical humours and jea- 
louſies. 4 

7 Caius, B. gar, tis no the faſhion of France; it is 
not jealous in France—— 

n Page. Nay, follow him, gentlen en, ſee the iſſue of 


his ſearch.” f Exeunt, 
F 8 CEN E&A 
| Maßſent Miſtreſs Page and * iſtreſs Ford. 


urs. Page. I S chere not a doubls excellency in this? 
a 1 Mrs. Ford. I knowgaot Which pleaſes 
me batterithat my huſband is dF%iv'd, or Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking wasYhe in, when your 
huſband alk'd who was in the baſket ! 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of 
waſhing; © throwing him into the Pe will do him 
a benefit. 
It Mrs. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt raſcal; I would, 
n all of the ame ſtrain were in the ſame diſtreſs. 

I Mrs. Tod. I think, my huſband hath ſome ſpecial 
ſuſpicion of Falſtaff”s being here ! I never ſaw him 
lo groſs in his jealouſy till now. 

er Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to tiy that, and we will 

yet have more tricks with Falſtaf : his diſlolute dif- 

eale will 8 obey this medici 


S, 


ndſor. 269 
aſh myſelf of the 


1, N 3 Mrs. y 


, 
| 
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Mrs. Ford. Shall we ſend that fooliſh carrion, mii. P 
trefs Quickly, to him, and excuſe his throwing into moe 
the water, and give him another hope, to betray him 11. 
to another puniihment? cher 
Mrs. Page. Well do it; let him be ſent for to— F 
morrow hy eight a clock, to have amends. K 
Re- enter Ford, Page, Cc. . 
Ford. I cannot find him; may be, the knave brag ( turd 
of that he could not compaſs. E 
Mrs. Page. Heard you that? F 
Mrs. Ford. I, I; peace: —You uſe me well, maſter E 
Ford, do you? | the. 
Ford. Ay, ay. I do lo. | 2 
Mrs. Ford. Heav'n make you better than your E 
thoughts ! | moc 
Ford, Amen. | 
Mrs. Page. You do yourſelf guy wrong, Mr. 
Tord. 
Ford. Ay, ay; F muft bear it. 
Eva. It there be any pody in the houſe, and in 
the chambers. and in the coffers, and in the preſſes, 
heav'n forgive my fins ! 
Caius. By gar, nor I too; there is nc bodies. Tent 
| Page. Fie, fie, Mr. Ford, are you not aſham'd? 
| what ſpirit, what devil ſuggeſts this imagination? 1 | 
| would not ha' your diſtemper in this kind, for the A 
wealth of Wrmdſor Caſtle. | Fe 
Ford. Tis my fault, Mr. Page: I ſuffer for it. He 
Eva. You ſuffer for a pad conſcience ; your wile is _ 
ce 


as honeſt a 'omans. as I will deſires en hve thou- 
ſand, and five hundred too. Beſic 


Caius. By gar, I fee, "tis an honeſt woman. My 
Ford. Well, I promis 'd you a dinner; come. come, And 
walk in the park. I pray you, pardon me; I will I ſhe 
hereafter make known to you, why I have done Al 
this. Come. wife; come. miſtreſs Page; I pray you 1— 
Albe 


pardon me: pray heartily, pardon me. 


Page. 


T 


x 
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Page. Het's go in, gentlemen but truſt me, we'll 
mock hint. I do invite vou t " a morning to 


my houl& to breakfaſt ; alter, we'll a birding toge- i 
ther; I have a fine hawk for thg buſh. Shall it be ſo? ui 


Ford. Iny thing. 

Eva. I8there is one, I mall n ake two in the com- | 
pany. it 

Caius Af there be one or twe 5 I ſhall make - a de 1 
turd, — | | 


Eva. I, your teeth, for ſha 4 
Tord. Fray you go, Mr. Pa 
Eva. I pray you now, reme 

the louſy, knave, mine Hoſt. 


rance tomorrow on 


Caius. Pat is good, by gar, with all my heart. 
Eva. [louly nave, to ny his gibes, and his 
mockerr? [ Exeunt. 


4 SCENE); xn. 
* | Changes u Page Houſe 


Hier Fenton and Miftr f Anne Page. 


ather's love; 
n me to bim ſweet 


Tent. I Fee. I cannot get thy 
Therefore no more t 

| Raa. | 
Anne. Alas! how then? 
Fent. Why, thou muſt bet 
He thang I am too gre 


And tha my itate being gall & with my expence,. 
I ſeek tocheal it only by his wealth. 
Beſides t ieſe,*other bars he lays before me, 
My riots. paſt, my wild focieties : | 
And tells me, "tis a thing impoſſible 
I ſhould love thee, but as a property. Sh | 
Anne. May be, he tells you true. | 
Fent. Þ: heav'n ſo ſpeed me in my time to come! 
Albeit, Avill confeſs. thy father's wealth 
| 1 N 4 ; Was 
Y ; 
oh 


- — As -,-_ 
— W TK — , 
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Was the firſt motive that I woo'd thee, Anne: 

Yet wooing thee, I found * of more value 

Than flamps in gold, or ſums in ſealed bags; 

And 'tis the very riches of thyſelf 

That now I aun at. 

Anne. Gentle Mr. Fenton. 

Yet ſeck my father's love: ſtill ſeck it, Sir; 

It opportunity and humbleſt ſuit 

Cannot attain it, why then hark you hither. 
{Fenton and Miſtreſs Anne go apart, 


S iQ4E- NH XIII. 


Enter Shallow, Slender, and Miſtreſs Quickly. 


Shal, D REAK their talk, miſtreſs Quickly; my kinl- 
man ſhall _ for himſelf, 


Slen, I'll make a ſhaſt or a bolt on't: id. tis 


© 


but venturing.- - 


Shal. Be not diſmay'd. 

Slen. No, ſhe ſhall not diſmay me ? I care not ſor 
that, but that I am aftear'd. \ 

Quic. Hark ye, Mr. Slender would ſpeak a word 


with you, 


Anne. I come to E — This is my father's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 


Look handſome in three hundred pounds a year! 


Quic. And how does good maſter Fenton? pray you, 
a word with you. 

Shal, She's coming; to her, COZ, 
hadit a father! 

Slen. I had a father, Mrs. Anne; my uncle can tell 
you good jeſts of him. Pray you, uncle, tell Mrs. 
Anne the jeſt, how my father ſtole two geeſe out ol 
a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Miſtreſs Anne, my couſin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do, as well as I love any woman 


in Glouceſterſhure, - 


O, boy, thou 


$/ al. 


She 


Sle 
der t! 
Sh 


Sle 
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Shal. He vill maintain you like a gentlewoman. 
Slen. Ay, that I will, come <F and long-tail, un- 
der the degree of a Squire. | 
Shal. He will make * a 4 2 ed and fifty pounds 


jointure. 

Anne. Gogd maſter Shallow l 
ſelf. 
Shal. Mary, I thank you or it; I thank you 
for that. Gqpd comfort; ſhe cal you, coz: T'Il leave 


vou. | 
Anne. Now. maſter Seu, 
Slen. Now, good miſtreſs . 
Anne, What is your will? 
Slen. My F:. od's heart-lings, that's a pretty jeſt, 


him woo for him- 


& 


indeed, I neFr made my Will yet, I thank heav'n; I 
am not ſuchſa ſickly creature, I give heav'n praiſe. 
Anne. 1 fan, Mr. Sender, what would you with 
me ? 
Slen. Traſh, for mine own part. I would little or 
nothing wit}, you; your father” and my uncle have 
made motio\s ; if it be my luck, ſo; if not, happy 
man be has 2 they can tell you how things go, 
better than A can; you may aſk your father; here 
he comes. 


SCENE . 


1 Page, and maſtreſs Page. 
Lace. N VV. maſter Slender: love him, daughter 
Anne. 

Why. ho'y now? what does maſter Fenton here ? 

You wrong me, Sir, thus ſtill to haynt my. houſe: 

I told you, . my daughter is diſpos d of. | 
Fent. Naygmaſter Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs. rat Good Maſter N come not to my 

child. be 
Page. She' is no match for you. 

N ; 


{ 


Fent. 


1 
* i 
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Fent. Sir, will you hear me? 

Page. No, good maſter Fenton. 

Come, maſter Shallow; come, ſon Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, maſter Fenton. 
[ Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Nuic. Speak to miſtreſs Page. | 

Fent. Good miſtreſs Page, for that I love your 

daughter 
In ſuch a righteous faſhion as I do, 
Perforce, againſt all checks, rebukes and manners, 
J muſt advance the colours of my love. 
And not retire. Let me have your good will. 

Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yon ſoo]. 
Mrs. Page. I mean it not, I feek you a better hul- 
band. 5 

*Ouic. That's my maſter, maſter Doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be ſet quick i th” earth. 

Quic. And bowl'd to death with turnips. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourſelf; good 

maſter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enem 
My daughter will I queſtion how ſhe 10500 you, 
And as I find her, ſo am ] alfeQed. 
Till then, farewel, Sir; ſhe mull needs go in. 
Her father will be angry. Exe. Mrs. Page and Anne. 

Fent. Farewel. gentfe miltrels ; N * el, Nan. 

Quic. This is my doing now. „ Taid I, will 
you caſt away your child on a fool, 20 a phyſician? 
look on maſter Fenton: this is my doing. 

Fent. I thank thee; and I pray thee, once to night. 
Give my ſweet Nan this ring: there's for thy pains. 

F | Exit. 
> 

* Anne. Alas, I had rather be fet quick ii earth, 

Aud bouſd to death with turnif's. 
Can we think the ſpeaker would thus ridicule her own imprecation? 
We may be ſure the laſt Line ſhould be given to the Procureſs, 
Ouickly, who would mock the young Woman's Aeon for her Mal- 
ter the Doctor. 


3 i uie 
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The Merry Wroes of Windſor. , 275 
Quic. Now l eav'n ſend thee good fortune! A kind 


heart he hath, a woman would run through fire and 
water for 107 kind heart. But yet, I would my 


maſter had miſtreſs Anne, or I would Mr. Slender had 
her; or, in ſgoth, I would Mr. Fenton had her. 1 
will do what Fc for them all three, for ſo I have 
Yromis'd; ani! T'Il be as good as my word, but ſpe- 
ciou'ly for Mr Fenton. Well, I muſt of another er- 
rand to Sir gon Falſtaff from my two miſtreſſes; 
what a beaſt I to flack it? [ Exit. 


8 C E NE XV. 


= 


| Ulanges to the Garter-Inn: 


Enter Falſtaff aud Bardolph. 


Tal. RN L PH, I ſay. 
Ban 1. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Go fefth me a quart of ſack, put a toaſt 3 in't. 
Exit Bard. | Have I liv'd to be carry'd, in a baſket, 
je 2 barrow. of butchers' offal, ard to be thrown 
into the Thames? well, if I be ſary d ſuch another 
trick, I il have my brains ta'en out and butter'd, and 
give them to ; dog for a new-year's gift. The rogues 
lighted me 1 the river with as little remorſe as 
chey would Have drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, 
fifteen i'th'lifter; and you may know, by my fize, 
that I have a kind of alacrity in bnking: if che bot: 
tom were as deep as hell, I ſhould down. I had 
been drown'd) but that the ſhore was ſhelvy and ſhal- 
low; a death that I abhor; for the. water {ſwells a 
man: and wlfat a thing ſhould I have been, when I 
had been Fla? 1 I. hould ves been a mountain. 
of mummy. 19 4 | N 


2 
k Enter Bardölph. +4; wy 


Now, is the Lack brew'd?  * |, 47 
Bard, Here's Mrs. Quickly; Sir, to ſpeak wah you. 


Fal. 
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Fal. Come, let me pour in ſome ſack to the Thames- 
water; for my belly's as cold as if I had ſwallow'd 
ſnow-balls. for pills to cool the reins- Call her in, 

Bard. Come in, woman. 


8 CEN E XVI.“ 


Enter Mrs. Quickly. 
Q. * your leave: 1 cry your mercy, Give 


your worſhip good morrow. . 

Tal. Take away theſe challices ; go brew me a pot- 
tle of ſack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, Sir? | 

Fal. Simple of itſelf: III no pullet- fperm in my 
brewage. How now? 

Quic. Marry, Sir, I come to your worſhip. from 
miſtreſs Ford, 

Fal. Miſtreſs Ford? I have had Ford enough; I was 
thrown into the Ford; I have my belly ſull of Ford. 

Quic. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her 
fault: ſhe does ſo take on with her men; they mil- 
took their erection. | 

Fal. So did J mine, to build on a fooliſh woman's 
promiſe. 

Quic, Well, ſhe laments, Sir, for it, that it would 
vern your heart to fee it. Her | huſband goes this 
morning a birding; the defires you once more to 
come to her between eight and nine. I muſt carry 
her word quickly; ſhe'll make you amends, I war- 
rant you. 

Fal. Well, I will viſit her; tell her ſo, and bid her 
think what a man is: let her conſider his frailty, and 
then judge of my merit. 

Quic. I will tell her. | 

Fal. Do ſo. Between nine and ten, ſay'it thou! ? 


Quic, Eight and nine, Sir, 

Fal. Well, begone; I will not miſs her. 

Quic,. Peace be with you, Sar, Exit. 
Fal. 


by 


Fal. I marvel, I. hear not of m$ſter Brook; he ſent 
me word to tay within: I like | * well. Oh. 
here he comes. ; | 


s CIENE XVII. 
Enter Ford. 
Tord. LESS, you, Sir. 1 
Tal. Now, maſter Brook, you come to know 

what hath palſs' dthetween me and Ford's wife. 

Ford. That, 2 Sir John, is my buſineſs. 

Fal. Maſter Brott, I will not lie to you; I was at 
her houſe the hour ſhe appointed me. 

Ford. And you ſped. Sir? 

Fal. Very ill- favour” dly, maſter Brook, 

Ford. How, if ſhe change her determination? 


— 


Tal. No, Matte Brook; but the peaking cornuto 
her huſband, maſter Brook, dwelling in a continual 
larum of jealouſy, comes me in the inſtant of our 
encounter; after #1 had embrac'd, kiſs'd, proteſted, 


and as it were, ke the prologue of our comedy; 
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and at his heels? rabble of his companions, thither 


provok'd and inſt, gated by his diſtemper. and, for- 
ſooth, to ſearch his houſe for his wife's love. 

Ford. What, while you was there? 

Fal. While I was there. Fi 


Ford. And did he ſearch for you, and could not 


ind you?” | 
Fal. You mall! ear. As good luck would have it, 
comes in one miſtzeſs Page, gives intelligence of Ford's 
approach, and her invent! on, and Ford's wife's 
direction, they cenvey d me iiſto a buck-baſket?, 
Ford. A buck-baſket? 4 
Fal. Yea, a buck-baſket ; ; hy am'd me in wah foul 
ſhirts and ſmockg, ſocks, ſtockings, and greaſy 
napkins; that, mglter Brook, 10 was the rankeſt co m- 
pound of vill inhus {mell, that ever offended noſtril. 
Ford. And how long lay you there? 


. 7 , 
j | : 


Fal. 


— 


continual difokcian and thaw: 


v 
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Fal. Nay, you ſhall hear, maſter Brook, what I have | 


ſuffer'd to bring this woman to evil for your good, 


Being thus cramm'd in the ba'ket, a couple of Ford's * 


knaves, his hinds, were call d forth by their miſtreſs, 
to carry me in the name of foul clothes to Datchet- 
lane; they took me on their ſhoulders, met the jealous 
knave their maſter in the door, who aſk'd them once 
or twice what ihey had in their baſket; I quak'd for 
fear, left the lunatic knave would hive ſearch'd it: 
but fate, ordaining he ſhould be a cuckold, held his 
hand. Well, on went he for a ſearch, and away went 
I for foul clothes; but mark the ſequel, maſter Brook; 
I ſfuffer'd the pangs of three egregious deaths: firſt. 
an intolerable fright, to be detected by ajcalous rotten 
beil-weather; next to be compaſs'd like a good bilbo, 
in the beende of a peck, hilt to point, heel to 
head; and then to be ſtopt in, like a firong diſtilla- 
tion. with ſtinking clothes that fretted in their oun 
greale: think of that. a man of my kidney; think of 
that, that am as ſub; ect to heat as butter: a man of 
it was a miracle to 
ſcape ſuffocation. And in the height of this bath, 
when I was more than half ſtew in greaſe, like a 
Dutch diſh, to be thrown into the 7 homes, and cool d 
glowing hot. in that ſurge. Like a horle- ſhoe : think 
of that; hiſſing hot; think of that, maſter Brook, 

Ford. In good fadnels. Sir. Jam ſorry that for my 
ſake you ſuffer'd all this. My ſuit 15 then deſperate; 
youll undertake her no more? 

Fal. Maſter Brook. I will be thrown into Etna, as I 
have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her 
huſband is this morning gone a birding; I have re- 
ceiv d from her another embaſſy of meeting; twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, maſter Brook, 

Ford. Tis paſt eight already, Sir. 

Fal. Is it? 1 will then addreſs me to my appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leiſure, and 


you ſhall know how 1 { peed; and the concluſion ſhall 
be 


he cr. 
have 
cucke 

For 
I flee 
there 
this 
buck 
I Wi! 
cann 
not C 
box. 
him. 
1 
not! 
let t] 


be crown'd with your yn oof adieu, you ſhall 
have her, maſter Brook; maſter Brook, you ſhall 
cuckold Ford. b a Exit. 

Ford. Hum! ha! N this a viſion? f is this a dream? do 
I ſleep? maſter \For 1. aw ake; awake, maſter Ford; 
there's a hole made in your heft coat, maſter Ford; 


this 'tis to be married ! this 'tſ to have linen and 


buck-baſkets! well will proclaim myſelf what lam; 


I will now take che leacher; hi is at my houſe; he 
cannot . {cape me; tis impoſſi hie e. he ſhould: he can- 
not creep into a half-penny pt le, nor into a pepper- 
box. But. left the devil that Mate him ſhould aid 
him, I will Tearch S$upoſſible places; tho, what I am 
I cannot avoid, Net to be what I would not, ſhall 
not make me tame! if I have horns to make one mad. 


let the proverb go with me, Fil be horn- mad. Exit. 2 


S GENE I. 
page 5 Houſe. | 
Enter Mrs. Pages Mrs. Oui kly. and William. 


Mrs. Pal F. 


S he at Mr. Ford $ alreadys think'it thon ? 
Quic. Sure, he is by th or will be preſently; 


but truly he is wach, ir. Fo mad. about his throw- 
; Mrs. Ford deſires. you to come 


ing into the wat 
ſuddenly. f 

Mrs. Page. T'll by with her by and by; Tl but 
bring my young man here tf ſchool. Look, where 
his maſſer Comes; tis a pla ring-day, I fee. How 
now, Sir Hugh, No J od th day? | 


g Euler EU ns. 


Eva. No; maſter Slender is At the boys leave to play. 
Quic. Bleſling gf his hearty 
Mrs. ſage: Sir\Hugh, my; uſband ſays, my ſon 
1 Profits 
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profits nothing in the world at his book; I pray 
you, alk him ſome queſtions in his Accidence. 

Eva. Come hither, |Viltam; hold up your head, 
come. 


Mrs. Page. Come on, Sirrah, hold up your head, 


anſwer your maſter, be not afraid. 

Eva. Wiiliam, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Wi. Two. 

Quic. Truly, I thought there had been one num- 
ber more, becauſe they ſay, od's nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tatlings. What 1 is Farr, William? 

WH. Pulcher. | | 

Quic. Poulcats ? there are fairer things than poul- 
cats, fure. 

Eva. You are a very limplicity 'oman; I pray you, 
Pope: What is Labis, Wiltam ? 

Vil. A ſtone. 
— And wat is a lone, William! ? 
We. A pebble. 


Eva. No. it is Lapis: I pray you, remember! in your 


prain. 
Wi. Lapis. 
Eva. That is a good Wiliam : what is he, William, 
that does lend articles? 
Wil. Articles are borrow'd of the pronoun, and 
be thus declin'd, fingulariter nominatibo, hic, hæc, hoc. 
Eva. VNominativo, lig, hag, hog; pray you, . | 
genitivo, hujus : well, what is your accuſative caſe? 
Wil. Accufattve, hinc. 
Eva. I pray you, have your remembrance, child; 
accuſative, hung, hang, hog. 
Quic. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 
Evv. Leave your prabbles, oman. What is the 
focative caſe, William? 
| Wil. O, vocative, O. _ 
Eva. Remember, William, focative is carel. 
Quic. And that's a' good root. 
Eva. Oman, forbear, 


Mrs. Page. 


- 


\ ; 
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Mrs. Page. Peace. | 
Eva. What is your genitive chſe plural. William ? 


Mil. Genitive caſe ? 

Eva. Ay. 1 5 
Mil. Genitive. . harum. rum, 
name her, child, if The be a w þ 

Eva. For ne 'oman. 

(utc. You do ill fo teach the child ſuch words: he 
teaches him to hick and to hack, which they'll do 
falt enough of cheiaſelves; and to call horum; lie 
upon you! 

Eva. Oman, art thou lunacies? halt thou no un- 
derſtandings for thy caſes, and the numbers of the 
genders ? thou art as fooliſh chriſtian creatures, as I 
would deſire, 

Mrs. Page. Pry'thee, hold thy peace. 


Quic. Vengeance of Giney 0 ; he on her! never .. 
re. 


Eva. Shew me now, e. ſome declenſions of 


your pronouns. 
Wil. Forſooth, I have forgot. 


Eva, It is qui, que, quod; iff you forget your quies, 


your ques and your quods, you muſt be preeches: go 
your ways and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. He 1 is a better 1 aolar, than I thought 
he was. 

Eva, He is a good ſprag x 18 mor. Farewel, Mrs. 
Page. 

Mre. Page. Adieu, good S 


boy. Come, we ſtay too j=ih 
S GENE II. 


Hugh. Get you home, 
_ © | Exeunt. 


Changes to F ord s Houſe. 


Enter Falſtaff and Mrs. Ford. 


Tal. MI STRESS Tord. your ſorrow hath eaten 
up my ſufferance; I ſee, you are obſe- 


quious in your love, and 1 8 requital to a hair's 
breadth; 


Wt 
”% 
H 
: 
I 
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breadth; not only, miſtreſs Ford, in the hmple of- 
fice of ** but in all the accouſtrement, compli— 
ment, and ceremony of it. But are you ſure of your 
huſband now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He's a birding, ſweet "M John, 

Mrs. Page. [within.| What hoa, gollip Ford what 
hoa ! 

Mrs. Ford. l. Step into the chamber, Sir Jokn. 

Exit Falſtaff, 


Enter Mrs. Page. 


Mrs. Page. How now, ſweat heart, who's at home 
beſides yourſelf; ? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 
Mrs. Page. Indeed? 
Mrs. Ford. No, certainly Speak louder. Aſide. 
Mrs. Page. Truly, I am ſo glad you have no oF 
here, 
Mrs. Ford. Why ? | 
Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your huſband is in his 
old lunes again; he ſo takes on yonder with my 


huſband, ſo rails againſt all married mankind, ſo 


curſes all Eve's daughters, of what complexion ſoever, 
and ſo buffets himlelf on the forehead. crying, pee 
out, peer-out ! that any madneſs I ever yet beheld 
ſeem'd but tamcnels, civility, and patience, to this 
diſtemper he is in now; I am glad, the fat knight 
15 not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of 5 ? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him; and {wears, he was 
carry'd out, the laſt time he ſearch' d for him, in a 
baiket; proteſts to my huſband. he is now N and 
hath drawn him and the reſt of their company from 
their ſport, to make another experiment of his ſul- 
picion ; but I am glad. the knight 1s not here; now 
he ſhall fee his own foolery. | 
Mrs. Ford. How near is he. miſtreſs Page? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by, at ſtreet's end, he will be here 
anon. Mrs. 


* 
R 
he's 
awa 
mur 
* 
I be 


A 
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Mrs. Ford. I am undone, He knight 1s here. | 
Mrs. Page. Why, then tho art utterly ſham'd, and 1 
he's but a dead man. Wh t a woman are you? | 
away with him, away with um; bexeer ſhame than lf 
murther. 1 
Mrs. Ford. Which way ſh he r how ſhould 

I beſtow him? ſhall I put him in the baſket again? 


S C E N E III. 


KG Falſtaff. 9 | If 


Fal. O, Pl come no more ith' baſket: may f 
not go out, ere he come? 

Mrs. Page. Alas! alas! taree of maſter Ford's Wo- 

thers watch the door with piſtols, that none ſhould 

iſſue out, otherwiſe you mi ht flip away Cre he came: 


but what make you here? 
Fal. What {hall I do? T] POP up into the chim- 1 
ney. | 
Mrs. Ford. There they al. ys ; uſe to diſcharge their | 
birding-pieces; creeg intoſthe kill-hole. | 
Fal. Where is it? : ; 
Mrs. Ford. He will feek There, on my word: nei- 
ther preſs, coffer, cheſt, trunk. well, vault, but he 
hath an abſtra for the remembrance of ſuch places, 
and gves to them by his pore; there is no hiding 
you in the houſe. ; | 
Tal. I'Il go out the!'). 
Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own ferhblkilbe, 1 
vou die, Sir John, unleis you go out diſguis'd. Hog | 
night we diſguiſe him? 8 | 
Mrs. Page. Alas- the-day, I know not; there is no. | 
woman's gown big egoug] for him; otherwiſe, he | 
might put on a hat, muk er. and a ketchief and fo 


eſcape. 
Fal. Good heart. ahi pmeing ; any extiemity, 


rather than miſchict. : 1 
| | *Mrs. 


_ —— 


„ If 


* 
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Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of 


Brain ford, has a gown above. 


Mrs. Page. On my word, it will ſerve him; ſhe's 
as big as he 1s, and there's her thrum hat, and her 
muffler too Run up, Sir John. h : 

Mrs, Jord. Go, go, ſweet Sir John; miſtreſs ;Page ga 
and I will look ſome linen for your head. 


Mrs. Tage. Quick, quick, well come dreſs you lea 
ſtraight; put on the gown the while. [Exit Falſtaff. 
Mrs. Ford. I would my huſband would meet him 
in this ſhape; he cannot abide the old woman of 
Brainſord; he ſwears, ſhe's a witch, forbad her my 
houſe, and hath .threatned to beat her. For 
Mrs. Page, Heav'n guide him to thy huſband's. 
cudgel, and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards ! ſet 
Mrs. Ford, But is my huſband coming ? yo 
Mrs. Page. Ay, in good ſadneſs, is he; and talks 11 
of the baſket too, however he hath had intelligence. tha 
Mrs. Ford, Well try that; for I'll appoint my men cos 
to carry the baſket again, to meet him at the door 3 
with it, as they did laſt time. 
Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here preſently; ler s go to 
dreſs him like the witch of Brainford. | 
Mrs. Ford. I'll firſt direct my men, what they {hall db 
do with the baſket; go up, I'll bring 2 fox him 
ſtrai ght. — 
Mes. Page. Hang him, diſhoneſt varlet, we cannot 
miſuſe him enough. 
We'll leave a proof, by chat which ve will do. F 
Wives may be merry, and yet honeſt too. wu 
Me do not act, that often jeſt and laugh: to 
"Tis old but true, Still ſwine eats all the draugh. di 
Mrs. Ford. Go, Sirs, take the baſket again on your | 
ſhoulders; your maſter is hard at door; if he bid ſ\ 
you ſet it down, obey him: quickly, diſpatch. 
— {Exeunt Mrs. Page and Mrs. Ford. fc 


Enter 


2 
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Enter Servants wh 4 baſket. 


1 Ser. Come, come, take Ap. 


2 Ser. Pray heavn It 1. full of the knight 

again. 
1 Ser. I hope not. 1 112 

lead, +! 


* NE 1V. 


Enter Ford, Sballdw, page, Caius and Evans. 


Ford. A but if it prove true, maſter Page, have 

ou any way then to unfool me again? 
ſet down the baſket, villain; ſomebody call my wife: 
youth in a balket! oh. you panderly raſcals! there's 


a knot, a gang, a pack a S © againſt me: now 


as liel bear ſo much 


hall the devil be ſham'd. What! wife, I ſay; come, 


come forth, behold. what honeſt clothes you ſend 
forth to bleaching. 


Page. Why, this s palles, ider Ford, 
to go loole any longer, you mult be pinnion'd. 

Eva. Why, this 8 this is mad as a mad 
dog. , 


Enter Mrg Wood, 


Shal. Indeed, maſter Fort this is not well. indeed, | 


Ford. So ſay I tod. Sir}; Come hither, miſtreſs 
Ford; miſtreſs Ford. the heneſt woman, the modeſt 
wife, the virtuous d eatureſſthat hath the jealous fool 


to her huſband! 1 ſuſpes without cauſe, miſtreſs, 
do I? | 


Mrs. Ford, Heavy 
ſuſpect me in any 
Ford. Well ſaid, brazen- face; hold it out: come 


forth, Sirrah. 4 (Pulls the dioihes out of the baſket. 
Page. This paſles: 


Mrs. Ford. Are. a 7 aſham'd ? Jet the clothes 
alone. | Ford, 


KA "4" 


— —_ 


15 


you are not 


be my witnels, yau do, if you . 
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Ford. I ſhall. find you anon. 
Lua. "Tis unreaſonable; will you take up your 
wife's clothes? come away. 

Ford. Empty the baſket, I ſay. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why —— 

Ford. Maſter Page, as I am a man, there was one 

convey'd out of my houſe yeſterday in this baſket ; 

why may not he be there again ? in my houſe I am 
ſure he is; my intelligence is true, my jcalouſy is 
reaſonable; pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he ſhall die a 
flea's death. | 

Page. Here's no man, 

Shal. By my fidelity, this is Bot well, Maſter Jord; 
this wrongs you. 

Eav. Maſter Ford, you muſt prov, and not follow 
the imaginations of your own heart; thys is jealouſies. 

Ford. Well, he's not here 1 ſeek tor, 

Page. No, nor no where elle but in your braift, 

ford. Help to ſearch my houle this one time; if 
I find not what I ſeek, thew no colour for my extre- 
mity ; let me for ever be your table ſport; let them 
ſay of me, as jealous as Ford, that ſcarcheth a hol- 
low wall-nut for his wite's leman. Satisfy me once 
more, once more ſearch with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What hoa, miſtrefs Page! come you, 
and the old woman down; my huſband will come 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman! what old woman's that? 

Mrs. Ford, Why, it is my maid's aunt of Brainford. 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean; 
have I not forbid her my houſe? ſhe comes of er- 
rands, does ſhe? we are ſimple men, we do not 
know what's brought to paſs under the profeſſion of 
fortune: telling. She works by charms, by ſpells. 
by th' figure; and ſuch dawbry as this is beyond 
our element; we know nothing. Come down, you 
witch; you hag you, come down, I ſay. 


U 
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Mrs. Ford. Nay, good ſwee& huſband; good gen- 


zlemen, let him nog ſtrike the old woman. 


SCENE v. 
Enter Falſtaff i in women's duden and Mrs. Page. 


Mrs. Page. 680 Mother Prat, come give me 


r Hand. } 

Ford, I'll Prat 15 Out of my door, you witch! 
Beats hm. you his g. you baggage, you poulcat, you 
runnion! out, out, out; I'll conjure you, IH for- 
tune-tell you. 4 5 Exit Fal. 
* Mrs. Page. Are you not alham'd ? I think, you 
have kill'd the poor woman. 

Mrs. Ford. Nays he will do j 10 'tis a goodly cre- 
dit for you. $42 | 

Jord. Hang her, witch. 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the *oman, is a witch 
indeed: 1 like not when a oman has a creatpeard ; 
I ſpy a great peard under her Muffler. 

Tord. Will you follow, Gentlemen? Ibeſeech you, 


. 


follow; ſee but the iſſue of my. jealouſy ; if I cry 
out thus upon no trail, never truſt me when T open 


again. 9 
"Page. Let's obey his humour &little further: come, 
centlemen. - [ Exeunt. 
Mrs. Page. Truſt me, he beat him moſt pitifully. 
Mrs. Fort. Nay. by th' maſs, that he did not; he 
beat him moſt unpitifully, methought. 
Mrs. Page. It have the cudgel hallow'd ard hung 
o'er the altar; it hath done meritbrious ſervice. 
Mrs. Ford. What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of woman-hood, and q witneſs of a good 


x 


conſcience, purſue him with a further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The ſpirit of wante inneſs i is, ſure, ſcar d 
out of him; if the devil have hin not in fee · ſimple, 
with fine and recovery, he will ver, I think, in the 
way of waſte, Feempe us again. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our huſbands how we have 


ſerved him? 


Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means; if it be but to 
ſcrape the figures out of your huſband's brain, If 
they can find in their hearts the poor unvirtuous 
fat knight ſhall be any further afflicted, we two will 


{till be the miniſters, 


Mrs. Ford. I Il warrant, they ll _ him publicly 


ſham'd; and, methinks, there would be no period 
to the jeſt, ſhould he not be publicly ſham'd. 

Mrs. Page. Come to the forge with it, then ſhape 
it: I would not have things cool. 


S ENTE VI. 


Changes to the Ggrter-Inn. 


Enter Hoſt and Bardolph. 


M the German deſires to have three of your 
horſes; the Duke himſelf will be to-morrow 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 

Hoſt. What Duke ſhould that be, comes ſo fe- 
cretly ? I hear not of him in the court: let me ſpeak 
with the gentlemen ; they ſpeak Engli/h ? 

Bard. Sir, Til call thera to you. 

Hoſt. wag ſhall have my horſes, but I'll make 
them pay, Ill fawce them. They have had my 
houſe a week at command ; I have turn'd away my 
other gueſts ; they muſt pe off; I'll ſawce them, 
come. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. 


Changes to Ford's Houſe, 
Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Evans. 


Eva. FIS one of the beſt diſcretions of oman, 
as ever I did look upon, 

Page. And did he ſend you both theſe letters at an 

inſtant? Mrs. 


[ Exeunt,* 


{hou 
{hall 
P; 


— 
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Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 
Tord. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou 
wilt; | 

I rather will ſuſped the FEW with cold, 
Than thee with wantonneſs ; thy honour ſtands, 
In him that was of late an heretic, 
As firm as faith; | 

Page. "Tis well, tis well; no more. 
Be not as extream in bn 23 1n offence; 


But let our p 8 go forward: * 7 wives 
n 


* 


Yet once ag to make us public ſport, 

Appoint a meeting with this old Yat fellow, 

Where we may take him, and diſgrace him for it. 
Ford. There is no better way than that they ſpoke of. 
Page. How? to ſend him word they'll meet him in 

the park at midnight? fie, fie, he'll never come. 

Eva. You ſay, he hath been thrown into the river; 
and has been grievoully peaten, as an old 'oman; 
methinks, there ſhoud be terro in him, that be 
ſhould not come ; ; methioksghig elk is pu niſh'd, he 
ſhall have n) deſires. 9 

Page. So think I too. 33 

Mrs. Tord. Deviſe but how you 'Il uſe Ting when he 

comes; 


And let us two deviſe to bring himthither. 


Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne the 
hunter, 

Sometime a Keeper here in Windſor foreſt, 
Doth all thg winter-time at. ſtill of midnight 
Walk roung about an oak, with ragged horns; 
And there ge blaſts the tree, and takes the cattle ; 
And makes .nilch-kine yield blood, and ſhakes a chain 
In a moſt hideous and dreadful manner. 


You've heard. of ſuch a ſpirit; and well you know, 


The ſuperſtitious idle-headed Elqd 
Receiv d, and did deliver to our age, 
This tale oh Herne the hunter for a truth. 


Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear 
Vor. I. þ O v In 
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In deep of night to walk by this Herne's oak; 
But what of this? 


Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device, Fin 
That Fal/taff at that oak ſhall meet with us. | 
We'll ſend him word to meet us in the held, Sh 

{ Diſguiſed like Herne, with huge horns on his head. Ar 
| Page. Well, let it not be doubted, but he'll come ; 
And in this ſhape when you have brought him thi- he' 
| ther, | 
What ſhall be done with him? what is your plot ? tie 
Mrs. Page. That likewiſe we have thought upon, ; 
and thus : ſer 
Nan Page, '(my daughter) and my little ſon, ; 
And three or four more of their growth, we'll dreſs Se 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, I'll 
And rattles- in their hands; upon a ſudden, An 
As Falſtaff, ſhe, and I, are newly met, Th 
Let them from forth a ſaw-pit ruſh at once | An 
With Tome diffuſed ſong: upon their fight, Th 
We two, in great amazedneſs, will fly; Po 
Then let them all encircle him about, Th 


And fairy-like too, pinch the unclean knight; 
And aſk him, why, that hour of fairy Revel, 
In their ſo ſacred paths he dares to tread 
In ſhape prophane. 
Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth, 
Let the ſuppoſed fairies pinch him Wen 


And burn him with their tapers. Ho) 
Mrs. Page. The truth being known, 

We'll all preſent ourſelves ; diſ-horn the ſpirit, ſho 

And mock him home to Windſor. L 
Ford. The children muſt x Tal, 

Be practis'd well to this, or they'll ne'er do't. 1 
Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ; ſtar 

and I will be like a jack-anapes allo, to burn the the 

knight with my taber. anc 
Ford. This will be excellent. T'll go buy them vi- the 


zards. | Mrs. 


1— 


chee: 12 I ſay. 


t 


1 
* 
* 


fairies; 
Finely attired in a ada of white. 

Page. That ſilk will I go buy, and in that time 
Shall Mr. Wender fteal my Nan away, Aſide. 
And marry her at Eaton. Go, ſend to Falſtaff ſtraight. 

Ford. Na,, I'll to him again in the name of Brook; 
he'tl tell. me all his purpoſe. Sure, he'll come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that; go get us proper- 
ties and tricking for our fairies. -. 

Eva. Le$us about it, it is admirable pleaſures, and 
ſerry bon knaveries. | Ex. Page, Ford and Evans. 

Mrs e. Go, Mrs. Ford, 

Send hoe 5 to Sir John, to know his mind. 
Exit Mrs. Ford. 
I'll to the 10 he hath my gov,d will, 


And none but he, to marry with; Nan Page. 


And he huſband beſt of all affects: 

The doc hr is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at }ourt ; ; he, none bane he ſhall have her; 
Tho' twer: ty thouſand worthier came to Crave her. 


1 Exit. 
SCENE VIII 


Changes to the Garter-Inn. 
Enter Hoſt and Simple, 


That 1 tho' well landed, is an Ideot; 


Hoſt. 


thick-ſkin ? ſpeak, breathe, diſcuſs; brief, 
ſhort, qugck, ſnap. 

Simp. Marry, Sir, I come to ſpeak with Sir John 
Faljiaff, rom Mr. Slender. 

Hoſt. There's his chamber, his houſe, his caſtle, his 
ſtanding bed and truckle- bed; tis painted about with 
the ſtory of the Prodigal, ſreth : 2d new; go, knock 
and call She'll ſpeak like an on unto 


O 2 *. Simp. 


o 
* * 
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Mrs. Page. My Nan ſhall be the Queen of all the 


HAI would'ſ thou have, boor? what, 
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Simp. There's an old woman, a fat woman gone 


up into his chamber; I'll be fo bold as ſtay, Sir, 'till 
ſhe come down: I come to ſpeak with her, indeed. 
Hoſt. Ha! a fat woman ? the Knight may be robb'd: 


I'll call, bully-Knight! Bully-Sir John! ſpeak from 


thy lungs military: art — there? it is thine Hoſt. 
thine Epheſuan calls. e 


| Falſtaff, above. 


Fal. How now, mine Holt ? 
Hoſt. Here's a Bohemian-T artar tarries the coming 


down of thy fat woman: let her deſcend, bully, let. 


her deſcend; my chambers are honourable. Fie, 
privacy? he ! 


Enter Falſtaft. 


Fal. There was, mine Hoſt, an old fat woman ęven 
now with me, but ſhe's gone. 

Simp. Pray you, Sir, was't not the wiſe woman of 
Brainford? 

Fal. Ay, marry was it, muſſel-ſhell, what would 
you with her? 

Simp. My maſter, Sir, my maſter Slender ſent to her, 
ſeeing her go thro' the ftreet, to know, Sir, whether 
one Nym, Sir, that beguil'd him of a chain, had the 
chain, or no. 

Fal. I ſpake with the old woman about it. 

Simp. And what ſays ſhe, I pray, Sir? 

Fal. Marry, ſhe ſays, that the very ſame man, that 
beguil'd maſter Slender of his chain, cozen'd him ofit. 

Simp. I would, I could have ſpoken with the wo- 
man herſelf; I had other things to have ſpoken with 

her too, from him. 

Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

Hoſt. Ay, come; quick, 

Simp. 1 may not conceal them, Sir. 

Fal. Conceal them, or thou dy'ſt. 


Simb. Why, Sir, they were NS but about miſ- 


treſs 


tre 
Lu 


mi 


c 
ill 


- i 


tune to 
Fal. 


me lo. 


Simp. May I be ſo bold to ſay 


Tal. 


Simp. I thank your worſhip: 


J 
* 
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treſs 101 Page; to know, if it were my maſter's for- 
ave her or no. 


IIs, *tis his fortune. 


Simb. What, Sir? 
Fal. o have her, or no: go; ſay, the woman told 


ſo, Sir: > 


„Sir; like who more bold. 


ter 1 * with theſe tidings. 
Thou art clarkly; thbu tt clarkly, Sir John : 


was 12 2 wiſe woman with th, 


Fal. Ay. 


for my Is 


4 
Fad 
* 


Bard. 


varletto. 


ming. 


I ſhall make my maſ- 


Exit Simple. 


de? 


that there was, min Hoſt; one, that hath 
taught me more wit than ever Mean? d before in my. 
life; and I paid nothing for it e but was paid 


9 


SC EN * IX. 
Enter Bardol h. 5 


\ UT, alas, Sir, co! nage! mere Cozen- 


age! 


Hoſt. Where be my —4 


Bard. Run away with the c 
I came beyond Eaton, they threw me off from behind 
one of them in a llough of mire, and ſet ſpurs, and 
away, like three German devils, three Doctor Fauſtus's. 

Hoſt. They are gone Fut to n 2et the Duke; villain; 


Eve. Where i is mine Hoſt 2.3 
Hoſt. What is the matter, $i 


Enter Evayis. 


ſpeak well of them, 


eners; for fo ſoon as 


do not ay, they are fled; Ger, ans are honeſt men. 


Eva. Have a care of your e Lead there i is 
a friend O' mine come to townJells me. Fl; is three 


cozen — that has cozen' all the Hoſts of Read. 


þ © 


Ox 


* 


15 

* 
/F* 
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ing, 
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ing, of Maidenhead, of Colebrook, of horſes and money. 
J tell you for good will, look you; you are wile, and 
full of gibes and vlouting- ſtocks, and 'tis not con- 
venient you ſhould be cozen'd; fare you well. | Ext. 


Enter Caius. 


Caius. Ver' is mine Hoſt de Jartere? 

Hoſt. Here, maſter go. in perplexity and doubt- 
ful dilemma. 

Carus. I cannot tell vat is dat; but it is tell-a-me, 
dat you make a grand Preparation for a Duke de Jama- 
ny; but my trot, der is 'no Duke, dat the Court is 
Know, to come: E tell you for good will; adieu. | Exit. 

Hoſt. Hue and cry, villain, go! afliſt me, Knight, 
I am undone ; fly, run, hue and cry ! Villain. I am 
undone ! [ Exit. 

Fal. I would, all the world might be cozen'd, for I 


have been cozened and beaten too. If it ſhould come 


to the ear of the Court, how I have been transform- 
ed, and how my transformation hath been waſh'd 
and cudgel'd, they would melt me out of my fat, 
drop by drop, and liquor hſhermen's boots with me. 
I warrant, they would whip me with their hne wits, 
"till I were as creſt-faln as a dry'd pear. I never 
proſper” d fince I forſwore myſelf at Primero. Well, 


if my wind were but long enough to ſay my pray- 
EIS, 1 would penn 


SENSE Xx. 
Enter Mijireſs Quickly. 


Now, whence come you ? 
utc. From the two Parties, forſooth. 
Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the 
other, and ſo they ſhall be both beſtow'd. I have 


ſuffer'd more * their lakes, more than the vil- 
lainous 


"5 "A. A — bye 
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lainous inconſtancy of man's {iſpolition ; is able to . 
bear. 

Quic. And have not they ruff: rd? yes, I warrant, 
ſpeciouſſy one of them; miſtr. ſs Ford, good heart, 
is beaten: black and blue, th jt you cannot ſee a 
white ſpot about her. 

Tal. What tell 'it thou me of black and blue? I 
was beaten. myſelf into all the colours of the rain- 
bow ; and I was like to be apprehended for the 
witch of Brainford; but that er dexterity 
of wit, counterfeiting the act as. of an old woman, 
deliver'd'me, the knave conſtable had ſet me ith" 
ſtocks, i'ch' common ſtocks, for a witch. 

Quic. Sir, let me ſpeak with you. in your cham- 
ber; you ſhall hear how things go, and, I warrant, 
to your, content. Here is a letter will ſay ſome- 
What. Bood hearts, what ad is here to bring you 
togethe* ? ſure, one of you d * not ſerve heav'n 
well, th it you are ſo croſs'd. | 

Fal. Gome up into my cha ber. Exeunt. 


Enter Fenton 140 Hoſt. 


Hoſt. FASTER Fenton, ta 0 
NI is heavy, 5 i 
I will give over all. | 
Fent. Yet hear me ſpeak ; | "ma me in my N 
And, as I am a gentleman, Al give thee 
A 1 55 pound in gold m m re than your loſs. 


not to me, my mind 


Hoſts J will hear you, maggr Fenton ; and I will, 
at the traſt keep your coun 
Fent From time to time I have acquainted you 
With he dear love I bear to/fair Anne Page; 

Who, mutually. hath anſwer' d my affection, 
(So fat forth as herſelf mightþe her chuſer) 


Ev'n to my with. I have a fetter from her 
3 02 Of 


bt 
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Of ſuch contents, as you will wonder at; 
The mirth whereof's ſo larded with my matter, 
That neither ſingly can be manifeſted, | 
Without the ſhew of both. Fat Sir John Falſtaff 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the jeſt 
I'll ſhew you here at large. Hark, good mine Hoſt; 
To night at Herne's Oak. juſt 'twixt twelve and one, 
Muſt my fweet-Nan preſent the Fairy Queen; 
The purpoſe why, is here; in which diſguile, 
While other jeſts are ſomething rank on foot, 
Her father hath commanded her to ſlip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eaton 
Immediately to marry ; ſhe hath conſented. —Now, 
Sir, 

Her mother, ever ſtrong againſt that match, 
And firm for Doctor Caius, hath appointed 
That he ſhall likewiſe ſhuffle her away, 
(While other ſports are taſking of their minds ; 9 
And at the Deanry, where a prieſt attends, 
Straight marry her : To this her mother's Plot 
She, ſeemingly obedient, likewiſe hath 
Made promiſe to the Dodor. Now, thus it reſls; 
Her father means ſhe ſhall be all in white, 
And in that dreſs when Slender ſees his time 
'To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 
She ſhall go with him. —Her mother hath intended, 
The better to devote her to the Doctor, 
f or they muſt all be maſk'd and vizarded) 

hat, quaint in green, ſhe ſhall be looſe enrob'd, 
With ribbands- pendant, flaring bout her head; 


And when the Doctor ſpies his vantage ripe, 


To pinch her by the hand, and on that token, 
The maid hath given confent to go with him. 
Hoſt. Which means ſhe to deceive? father or mo- 
ther ? 
Tent. Both, my good Hoſt, to go along with me; 
And here it reſts, goo you'll procure the Vicar 
To ſtay for me at church, 'twixt twelve and one, 
| And 
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And in the lawful name of marrying, 
To give our hearts united ceremon 
Hoſt. We I, huſband your device; I'llto the Vicar. | 
Bring you he maid, you ſhall not lack a prieſt. 
Tent. Softhall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Beſide, Thale a preſent E EG IExeunt. 


s q E NE XII. 


Re- enter Falſtaff and Mgr Quickly. 


Tal. Dk v YTHEE, no more pmtling ; go, I'll hold. 
Thiz is the third time; I hope, good luck 
lies in oddMumbers ; away, go; they ſay, there 
is divinity i odd numbers, eitHer in nativity, chance 
or death; Way. | 
Quic. I ng \rovide you a din. and I'll do wii I 
can to get y4ju a pair of horns, [Exit Mrs. Quickly. 
Tal. Away, I ſay, time wees.: hold up your head 


and mince 1 11 
15 Enter F ord. 


How e nov, maſter Brook ? m ſter Brook, the matter 
will be known to night, or! ever. Be you in the 
Park about midnight, at Heigge's Oak, and you ſhall 


fee wonders 
— 9 Web you not to h yellerday, Sir, as you 
told me yow had Lak. 
Tal. I w it to her, maſter Brook, as you ſee, like a 
oor old min; but I came from her, maſter Brook, 
like a poor ld woman. That ſame knave, Ford her 
huſband, hath the fineſt ma 1 devil of jealouſy in 
him, maſter Brook, that ever overn'd frenzy. I will 
tell you ; he beat me griez uſly, in the ſhape of a 
woman; fort in the ſhape q x man, maſter Brook, 1 
fear not Goa with a we yer's beam; becauſe I | 
know alſo, lie is a ſhuttle ; Fam in haſte ; go along | 
with me, II tell you all, alter Brook. Since I 
0 0 3 | pluckt 


OY 5 > 
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pPlwbucxkt geeſe, play'd truant, and whipt top, I knew 


not what 'twas to be beaten, till lately. Follow me, 
T'll tell you ſtrange things of this knave Ford, on 
whom to night I will be reveng d, and I will deliver 
his wife into your hand. Follow ; ; ſtrange things 
in hand, maſter Brook ! follow. Exeunt. 


mm 


ATTY. SCENSE IL 
| Windſor Park 


Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 


> YE he A 


OME, come: we'll couch i'th' caſtle-ditch, till 
we ſee the light of our fairies. Remember, ſon 
Slender, my daughter. 

Slen. Ay, forſooth, T have ſpoke with her, and we 
have a nay-word how to know one another. 1 come 
to her in white, and cry, mum; ſhe cries, . 
and by that we know one another. 

Shal. That's good too; but what needs either your 
mum, or her budget ? the white -will decipher her 
well enough. It hath ſtruck ten o'clock. 

\- Page. The night is dark, light and ſpirits will be- 
come it well; heav'n proſper our ſport! no one 
means evil but the devil, and we ſhall know him by 
his horns. Let's away; follow me, [ Exeunt, 


| S GENE II. 
Enter Miſtreſs Page, Miſtreſs Ford and Caius. 


Mrs. Page. R. Doctor, my daughter is in green; 
when you ſee your time, take her by 

the hand, away with her to the Deanry, and diſ- 
patch 


11 


at once ord. Jha the nights 


E 
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. it quickly ; go before Gato the Park; we two 
muſt go toge, her. : 

Caius. I kn w vat I have tb do ; adieu. Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Lare you well, Sir. My huſband will 
not rejoice {9 much at the abuſe of Falſtaff, as he 
will chafe at#the Doctor's marrying my daughter; 
but 'tis no matter; better, @ little chiding, than a 
great deal of heart-break. . 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan Now, and her troop at 
fairies, and the Welck devil Svans ? 

Mrs. Page. "They are all couch'd in a pit hard by 
Herne's Oak, with obſcur'd lights ; which, at the 
very inſtant of Falſtaff 's and our meeting, they will 


Mrs. Ford at cannot chaſe but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. F he be not am-az'd, he will be mock'd; 
if he be amaz l, he will eveffy way be mock'd. 

Mrs. Ford. We' Il betray him finely. | | 

Mrs. Page. Againſt ſuch'lewdfters, and b 
Thole, that bytray them, do no treachery. 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on; to the Oak, to 
the Oak. |! [Exeunt. 


Enter Evans and Fairies. 


Eva. Trib, trib, fairies; come, and remember your 
parts: be pold, I pray you | follow me into the pit; 
and when I give the wat« rords, do as I pid you; 


come, come ;F&rib, trib. $ [Exeunt, 
80 E NE III. 


Enter Lalſtaff. with a Buck's head on. 


Fal PHE. 15 {ſor bell hath ſtruck twelve, the mi- 
* raws on; now the hot-blooded Gods 
aſſiſt me! Rethember, Joos, thou waſt a bull for thy 1 
Europa love et on thy horns. Oh powerful love ! + 
that, in ſome reſpects, makys a beaſt a man; in ſome 


"3 | other, 


300 The Merry Wrves of Windſor. 


other, a man a beaſt: You were alſo, Jupiter, a ſwan, 
for the love of Leda: Oh, omnipotent love ! how 
near the God drew to thetomplexion of a gooſe? A 
fault done firſt in the form of a beaſt, O Jove, a 
beaſtly fault; and then another fault in the ſem- 
blance of a fowl:——#hink on't, Jove, a foul fault. 

When Gods have hot backs, what ſhall poor men 
do? for me, I am here a WI indſor ſtag, and the fatteſt, 

J think, i'th' foreſt. Send me a cool rut-time, Joe, 

or who can blame me to piſs my r ? who comes 
here? my Doe? 


Enter Miſtreſs Ford and Miſtreſs Page. 


Mrs. Ford. Sir John? art thou there, my deer? my 
male-deer ? 

Fal. My doe with the black ſcut? let the {ky rain 
potatoes: let it thunder to the tune of Green-Sleeves ; 
bail kiſſing-comfits, and ſnow eringoes ; let there 
come a tempeſt of provocation, I will thelterme here. 

Mrs. Ford. Miſtreſs Page is come with me, {ſweet 
heart. | 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch; 


I will keep my ſides to myſelf, my ſhoulders for the 


fellow of this walk, and my horns 1 bequeath your 
huſbands. Am I a woodman, ha? Speak I like 
Herne the hunter? why, now 1s Cupid a child of con- 
ſcience, he makes reſtitution. As Jama true ſpirit, 

welcome! [Noiſe within. 

Mrs. Page. Alas! what noiſe ? 

Mrs. Ford. Hegxin orgies our fins ! 

Fal. What ſhould this be? 

Mrs. Ford. 


Mrs. Page. | 5 | 
The women Fun out. 


Tal. I think the devil will not have me damn'd, leſt 
the oil that is in me ſhould ſet hell on fire; he never 
would elſe croſs me thus. 


SCENE 


—— wi, 
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SCENE IV. 


Enter Sir Hugh e a Satyr; Quickly, and ten 
dreſt lits Fairies, with Tapers. 
e „ black, or wv, green, and white, 

You moon-ſhine r ellers, and ſhades of 
* You Ouphen hejrs of fixed Yeſtiny, [night, 
Attend your office, and your quality. | 


Crier e the fairy o-yes. 
t 


Eva. Elves, liit four names; ſilence, you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Wind/Fr chimneys ſhalt thou leap: 
Where hres thou hd anrak: d, and hearths unſwept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilbery. 

Our radiant Queen hates ſluts and ſlutte 

Fal. They're fafties; BY that ſpeaks to them, ſhall _ 

die. 


III wink and couch; no man their works muſt eye. 


¶ Lies down upon his face. 
Eva. Where's Fede? go ye 2, and ww you find 


a maid, 


5 


That, ere the ſleep, hath wr her prayers ſaid, 


Rein up the organs of her fMtaly ; 
Sleep ſhe as ſound as careleſs infancy ; 
But thoſe, that ſleep p, and think not on their fins. 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, ſhoulders, fides and 
ſhins. f 

ic. About, about; 
Search Windſor c lle, elves, within and out. 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every ſacred room, 
That it may ſtand till the perpetual Doom, 
In ſtate as wholſom, as in ſt te tis fit; 
Worthy the owner, as the f wner it. 


* Ton Orphar-heirs 1 fixed deſtiny. 3 why Orphan-heirs? Deſtiny, 
whom they ſucceeded, was yet in bethng. Doubtleſs the Poet wrote, 
You Ouphen-heirs of fixtd dr/tiny.—i.%. you Elves, who miniſter, and 
ſucceed in ſome of the Works of Deſtiny. They are called, in this 
Play, both before and afterwards," Ouphes ; here Ouphen;z en being 
the — Terminaioh of Saxon 2 2 

| And 
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The ſeveral chairs of Order look you ſcour, 
With juice of balm and ev'ry precions flow'r: 
Each fair Inſtalment-Coat and ſev'ral Creſt, 
With loyal blazon evermore be bleſt! 
And nightly-meadow-fairies, look, you ing, 
Like to the Garter-compals, in a ring: 
Th' expreſſure that it bears, green let it be, 
More fertile-freſh than all the held to ſee; 
And, Hony Soit Qui Mal y Penſe write, 
In emrold-tufts, flow'rs purſled, blue and white, 
Like ſaphire, pearl, in rich embroidery. 
Buckled below fair Knight-hood's bending knee; 
Fairies uſe flow'rs for their charactery. 
Away, diſperſe; but, till 'tis one o'clock. 
Our dance of cuſtom round about the Oak 
Of Herne, the-hunter, let us not forget. 
Eva. pray you, lock hand in hand, yourſelves in» 
order ſet: 
And twenty glow-worms ſhall our lanthorns be, 
To guide our meaſure round about the tree. 
But ſtay, I ſmell a man of middle earth. 
Fal. Heav'ns defend me from that Welch fairy, left 
he transform me to a piece of cheele ! 
Eva. Vild wrom, thou walt o _— d ev'n in chy 
birth. | 
Quic: With trial-fire touch me his finger-end ; 
Tf he be chaſte, the flame will back deſcend, 
And turn him to no pain; but if he ſtart, 
It is the fleſh of a corrupted heart. 
Eva. A trial, come. 
[They burn him with their tapers, and pinch him. 
Come, with this wood take fire. 
Fal, Oh, oh, oh! 
uic. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in deſire; 
About him, fairies, ſing a {cornful rhime: 
And, as you trip, ſtill pinch him to your time. 
Eva. It is right, indeed, he is full of nn and 


iniqui ** 
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0 
Fie on ſinful. phantaſy, 
2 Fie on luſt and luxury! 
Luſt is but 8 blood, a fire, 
 Kindled wi unchaſte defurt, - 
Fed in hear, whoſe flames aſpire, 
®* As thoughts to [blow them, higher and higher. 
Pinch him, fatries, mutually; © 
Pinch him for his villany : | | 
Pinch him, an burn him, and turn him ahout, 
Till candles, and ſtar-light, and moon-ſhine be oui. 


During this Song, 15 pinch him. Doctor Caius comes 


one way, and ſtzals away a boy in green; Slender 
another way, and he takes away a boy in white ; and 


Fenton comes, oh ſteals away Mrs. Anne Page. A 
noiſe of hunting is made within. All the fairies run 
away, Falſtaff _ off his Buck's head, and v iſes. 


SCENE "T7 


Enter Page, Ford, &c, They lay hold on him. 


Page. * defvot fly; 1 think, We've watcht - 


ou nd; 
Will none 5 Herne the hunter ſerve your turn? 
Mrs. Page. I pray yore come; Toe up the jeſt no 


higher. ; 
Now, good Sir Jahn. hang 10 you Windſor wives? 
See you theſe, hulyands? do not theſe fair Yoaks 


Become the Foreſt better ah the Town? 

Ford. Now, Sir, who's a cuckold now? maſter Brook, 
Falſtaff 's a knave, a euckoldly knave, here are his horns, 
maſter Brook; and, , maſter Brook, he hath enjoy'd no- 
thing of Ford's but his buck-batket, his hs cl and 
twenty pounds of money, which muſt be paid to maſter 
Brook ; his horſes ; are arrclied for it, maſter Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. 


%. 


} 
| 
| 
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Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill Tuck ; we 
could never meet. I will never take you for my love 
again, but I will always count you my deer. 

Fal. I do begin to perceive, that Jam made an als. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too: bath the prools are ex- 
tant. 

Tal. And theſe are not fairies? I was three or ſour 
times in the thought, they were not fairies; and 
yet the guiltineſs of my mind, the ſudden ſurprize 
of my powers, drove the groſſneſs of the foppery 
into a receiv'd bclief, in deſpight of the teeth of all 
rhime and reaſon, that they were fairies. See now. 
how wit may be made a jack-a-lent, when tis upon 
ill employment! 

Eva. Sir John Falſtaff, ſerve Got, and leave your 
deſires, and fairies will not pinſe you. 

Ford. Well ſaid, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave you yous jealouſies too, I pray 

ou. 


Ford. I will never miſtruſt my wife again, till thou 


art able to woo her in good Engliſh. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the ſun and dry'd it, 
that it wants matter to prevent ſo groſs o'er-reaching 
as this? am I ridden with a Welch goat tco? ſhall I 
have a coxcomb of frize? 'tis time, I were choak'd 
with a piece of toaſted cheeſe. 

Eva. Seeſe is not good to give putter; yourpelly 
is all putter. | 

Tal. Seeſe and putter? have I liv'd to ſtand in the 
+ taunt of one, that makes fritters of Engliſh? this is 
engugh to be the decay of luſt and late-walking, 
through the Realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why, Sir John, do you think, though 
we would have thruſt virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and ſhoulders, and have given ourlelves with- 
out {cruple to hell, that ever the devil could have 
made you our delight! ? 

Ford. What, A hodge-pudding? a bag of flax? 

Mrs. Page. 
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Mrs. Page. A puft man? 

Page. Old, cold, wither d, and of intolerable en- 
trails ? 

Ford. And one that 1s as nderdus as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wite ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, 
and facks. and wines, and metheglins, and to drink- 
ings. and ſwearings, and itarings, pribbles and 
prabbles ? : 

Fal. Well, I am your e you have the ſtart of 
me; I am dejected; I am not able to anſwer the 
Welch flannel; ignorance itſelf ! is a plummet oerme; 
uſe me as you will. 

Ford. Marry, Sir, we'll bring you to Windſor to 
one Mr. Brook, that you have cozen'd of money, to 


' whom you ſhould have been a pander: over and 


above that you have ſuffer'd, F think, to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, huſband, let That go to make 

amends : | 

Forgive that Sum, and ſo we'll all be Friends. 

Ford. Well, here's my hand; all's forgiven at laſt. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, Knight ; thou ſhalt eat a 
poſſet to night at my houſe, where I will deſire thee 
to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee. Tell 
her, Mr. Slender hath marry'd her daughter. 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that; if Anne Page be 
my 1 4 ah the 1 is, by this, Doctor Caius's wife. 


2 


* I am no! able to anſwer the Welch Hand | Shakeſpear poſſibly 
wrote Welch Flamen. As Sir Hugh was a choleric Prieſt, and apt to 
take Fire, Flamen was a very proper Name, it being given to that 
Order of Latin Prieſts from the Tame<coloured Habit 
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S$'CE-N-E VI. 


E nter Slender. 


Slen. HAT hoe ! hoe ! father Page. 
| Page. Son, how now? how now, ſon, 
have you diſpatch! d ? 

Slen. Diſpatch'd ? III make the belt in Glouceſterſhire 
know on't ; would I were hang'd la, elſe. 

Page. Of what, ſon ? 

Slen. I came yonder at Eaton to marry miſtreſs Anne 
Page, and ſhe's a great lubberly boy. If it had not 
been 1th' church, I would have ſwing'd him, or he 
ſhould have ſwing'd me. If I dick not think it had 
been Anne Page, would I might never ſtir, and tis a 
poſt-maſter's boy. 

Page. Upon my life, then you took the wrong. 

Slen. What need you tell me that? I think ſo, 
when I took a boy for a girl: if I had been marry'd 
to him, for all he was in woman's apparel, 1 would 
not have had him 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you, how you tould know my daughter by her 
garments? 

 $len. I went to her in white and cried mum, * 
ſhe cry d budget, as Arne and I had appointed; and 
it was not Anne, but a poſt-maſter's boy. 

Eva. Jeſhu! Maſter Slender, cannot you ſee but 
marry boys ? 

Page. O, I am vext at heart. What ſhall I do? 

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew 
of your purpoſe, turn'd my daughter into green, and, 
indeed, ſhe is now with the Doctor at the Deanry, 
and there married. 
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SCENE IX. 


Enter Caius. 


Caius, bo ER is miſtreſs Page? by gar, Iam cozen'd; 

I ha' matry'd one garſoon, a boy; one 
peaſant, by gar; a voy; it is not Anne Page; by gar, 
I am cozen'd. 

Mrs. Page. Why? did you 1 not take her in green? 

Caius. Ay, by gar, and tis a boy; be gar, I'll raiſe 
all Windſor. 

Ford. This is ſtrarfge! who hath got the als Anne? 

Page. My heart milgivey me; here comes Mr. Fenton. 

Enter Fenton, and Anne Page. 
How now. Mr. Fenton? 

Anne. Pardon, good father; good my mother, 

pardon. 

Page. Now, miſtgls, how chance you went not 
with Mr. Slender? 

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with Mr. Doctor, 
maid? 

Fent. You do amaze her: Hear the truth of it. 
You would have marry'd h r moſt ſhamefully, 
Where there was an fl. l _ held in love: 

The truth is, ſhe and ſince contracted, 

Are now ſo ſure, that Ne 2 8 can diſſolve us. 

Th' offence is holy, that {I hath committed ; $] 
And this deceit loſes the name of craft, | 

Of diſobedience, or unduteous title; | 

Since therein ſhe doth evitate and and ſhun] 

A thouſand irreligigns curked hours, | 
Which forced — woul have brought upon her. 

Ford. Stand not a naz'd, here is no remedy. 
In love, the heav'ns' themſelves do guide the ſtate; + 
Money buys lands, and wives are ſold by fate. 

Tal. I am glad, tho' you have ta'en a ſpecial Stand 
to ſtrike at me, that your arrow hath glanc'd. 

1 ; Page. 
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Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heav'n give thee 
0 
What = be eſchew d, muſt be embrac'd. 
Eva. I will allo dance and eat plumbs at your 
Wedding. 
Fal. When niglitdogs run, all ſorts of deer are 
chas'd. 
Mrs. Fage. Well, Iwill muſe ao further. Mr. Fenton. 
Heav'n give you many, many merry days! 
Good huſband, let us every one go home, 
And laugh this ſport o'er by a country fire, 
Sir John and all. 
Ford. Let it be ſo: Sir John, 
To maſter Brook you yet ſhall hold your word; 
For he, to night, ſhall lie with miſtreſs Ford. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Firſt Volume. 
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